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"■Mf OLA, folks, and-welcome once a'galn 
■ ■ tq the Old Hltohln’ Rail fraternity. 
JKlflL. Light, rbll yoreself a -smoke, and set 
you down to a pow-wow o' desert, plain,-and 
mountain trail, and we’ll swap stories o’ the 
folks whSfrfMes ’em. 

There’s many a tale o’ rannies and gals yet 
to be told, and many a happenin’—some of 
’em pretty- strgnge 'listenin’, too. -Ain’t no 
two humans-jeSt alike, pot even them lden-. 
tical twins, ff^u^KiSsw ’'em^weUj, 'Course, idl 
people are jqhice^in "some general respects, 
but if we mSet ; u^with-' anyone a whole heap 
different fr'ohi>.o\ri:selves wVfe apt to-think - 
he’s queer.^hat^human nattfre. ' r 

• Gild iSalty McGuire 


There \s£ag-f6lks as called old Salty McGuire; 
“oracked” and “loco”, and all because he put. : 
his trust ^ tf turquoise ring, Salty wjas-'dif- ‘ 
ferent”, thhre’s ftjS denyin’, but he wasn’t 
“loco." That/old character was as good, a:. 
judge o’ humans and nature, not forgettin’ 
animals, as you’d find in ft long day’s search, 
but he believed In the divine power o’ his 
turquoise:. ‘ ' . V ■ 

Like folks that-believe in fairies and claim 
to talk wlth the dead, he was thought queer 
by us mortals without the gift. 

Salty had him a little sheep ranch not far 
from the old turquoise quarry lyin’ South 
and slightly West o’ Santa Fe, New Mexico. 
He grazed his sheep on the desert under the 
great blue dome o’ the sky, and while 
watchin’ his flock he communed with nature 
and dreamed his dreams, harmin’ nobody. 

Them woolies was all the same as humans 
to Salty, and his big shepherd dog, Ring—so 
named because o’ the white ruff q’ hair 
around his neck—was his blood brother, ac¬ 
cordin’ to Salty McGuire. The big, black 
shepherd was pretty nearly human, I’ll admit. 

I’ve watched him single out a lame sheep 
from the flock at a mere grunt from Salty, 
and he’d wrangle that lone woohe out o’ the 
flock and back Whgre his master waited. 

• •--- - • " - “ 0 


There was no disputin’ the fact that, in Ms 
Town way, Salty was a contented man- He 
had everything a man needed, he said, and 
he was happy. And he claimed what be 
called his good luck'all come to him through 
the turquoise stone in the heavy silver ring 
he wore. God laid the roundstone, like a big 
drop o’ heaven’s- blue, in his path one day, 
to guide him, he vowed. 

Most people couldn’t see as Salty had; any 
good luck, nor any reason to be content.. His 
life was without luxury, his livin’ l$an' and 
barren, and the loneliness o’ his days would 
have-drove most people insane. But his mind 
seemed peopled with things and happepln’s 
the rest of us couldn’t see or understand. 

“This yere turquoise brought -me ajl my 
good luck,” he’d tell you, gently rubbin* the 
'stone with the fingers o’ his gnarled right 
hand. He always wore the heavy ring on the 
weddin’ ring finger o’ his left hand. “Saved 
'toy life, oncet.” * • : ‘-*t 


The Stone Changes Color 


And while his keen old eyes in his dried- 
apple face-studied the sky, then roamed over-, 
his flock grazin’ before him, he’d tell you,- 
the story. 

“You see this here turquoise?” he’d begin.. 
“It’s more green than blue now. Some think' 
it’s jade, ’cause o’ its color. But it was sky- 
blue when it was laid at my feet. Turquoise 
sometimes changes color when wore by hu-' 
man folks. That’s because it savvies what 
goes on inside o’ hombre’s, and knows what’s 
gonna happen. Takes care o’ them what 
puts their trust in its guidin’ power. 

“Well,” he’d say, gettln’ on with the story, 
“the sheep, was grazin’ over near Baldy one 
day, way up that arroyo, half ; way up the 
peak. Wasn’t a cloud in the sky, ’cept a little 
patch no bigger’n yore hand what was . hov¬ 
erin’ over Baldy. I was bulldln’ a fire with- 
mesquite limbs, aimin’ on boilin’ coffee for 
my dinner. I’d took the jerked beef and tor- 
XContinjied on page 8) ' ' • 
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tillas from my saddlebags and was ,sguattin’ 
down beside the fire, breakin’ stic-ksto feed 
-the blaze- when all of a sudden 1 felt a sud¬ 
den priSKin’ o’ my finger under my ring, t 
looked at it clost, and there, oozin’ from the 
the flesh was a single drop o’ blood. I wiped 
it away, straightened the ring, and low'and 
behold, the turquoise stone had changed 
from~blue to green. 

“Right away I recognized it as a sign from 
heaven that all was not as it should be with- 
the sky. I looked up at that little patch' o’ 
sky, and I saw that it had changed color, tod. 
Black as midnight when they ain’t no moon 
or stars. Then I saw the rain begin to- fall 
in a twistin’ sheet on the mountain side. 
Twasn’t more’ll a minute before there was_a 
roarin’-rushin’ sound that I savvied wmri a, : 
cloudburst. Ring had heard it, too. - 
White hair on his neck was standin’ up like: 
a lion’s neck hair. ’Fore I could recover my 
senses that dog was boundin’ up the draw, 
already -roundin’ up the sheep. I jumped on 
my. .-boss and lit a shuck behind him. 


In the Nick of Time 


, “We got the sheep out o’ the draw arid-on . 
high“ ground jest in the nick o’ time. Next 
minute a churnin’, chargin’ river was rushin’ 
down the draw. The place where my coffee 
•had been aboilin’ on the fire was ten feet 
under water before you could say Lord 
’amassy. Yes, Suh,” he’d say with' a nod o’ 
his old head, “hadn’t abeen for this yere ring 
them sheep would a washed down the stream¬ 
like bits o’ cotton from a cotton wood tree. 
And Salty McGuire Would sure as sun-up 
been sleepin’ right now in a watery grave.” 

Lots o’ folks believe that the turquoise gem 
brings good luck to the wearer. Some will 
tell you it’s a cure for dyspepsia and insanity. 
It’s a well-known fact, though, that . the 
stone will often change its color from blue to 
green. 

Whether the acids and heat o’ the flesh o’ 
the wearer has anything to do with its 
changin’ color, I don’t know. But the theory 
that water causes the change is a mistake. 
The stones, usually in the form o’ blue beads, 
are often found in the ruins o’ Pueblo Indian 
dweUin’s, where they’ve been exposed to 
rain and all weather for hundreds o’ years, 
and they’re still a bright, sky-blue when 
found. 






Chemists say It’s soa^' that changes .’on, 
but many folks*' like Salty . McGuire, has got 
oth^ ' theorifes. The Pueblo Indians if foifc 

Hi ’ > I-- 1 'a 1 M U L . » 

turies-before the cornin’ o’ the Spanish Con- 
quistadofes to their country. ' ■' 

'T : Where Turquoise is Foutid: 

Jest recent I’ve had a inquiry;ffopi a iron 
worker in a foundry in New Efrgland. He’s 
wantin’ to' know what - places they’re found 
in the United' States, particularly what parts. 
6’ New-Mexico. “In what formation do they 
occur?" he asks. .• ■ 

There’s lots o’ turquoise in die deserts "o! 

• the ’Southwest, though the first ones were 
found in Persia, and die biggest mines in the 
world are still operatin’ in - that country. 
Back in 1300 A. D. a. description o’ the Persian 
turquoise mines' near Nishapun was written. 
Chemically the mineral is .aluminum phos¬ 
phate, cofitainin* a- liftle copper^ 

In minin’ ’ turquoise - the mineral is not, as 
a rule; found as a single gem stone, like 

• diamonds, or emeralds; but.is-fpund in .chunks 

o’ matrix in,thin seams, elongated nodules, 
or irregular masses, in -certain granite rocks. 
It has'always been cut round, or oval, as a 
gemstone. -. • 

Ih.its pure J state the turquoise is as' blue Ssi 
the sky, though there’s the matrix type, that 
is gray-green and flecked, instead o’ solid 

: sifSfc;' *:*: 

As to where they can be found in the 
United'States: 'There’s rturquoise in quan- 
tidel ..worth notice In New Mexico, Nevada, 
Arizona, and in the desert country, o’ Cal¬ 
ifornia In Nevada they have the Snowstorm, 
Royston, and Crow Springs districts, And 
there’s lots in. New Mexico. Some o’ the 
oldest quarries in the state are found in Los 
Cerrillos Hills, in Santa Fe County, south, 
and som.ewhat West o’ Santa Fe. 

The Burro Mountains, near Grant County, 
are another sector, and the; Hatchita Range 
in Hidalgo County is a early minin’ region 
for .turquoise. And there’s silver, gold, and 
copper, found in most o’ these regions, also. 

• Chino Grass • • 

Now, gettin’ on with the mail: Here’s a 
letter from Perry Maxwell, ex-service man 
whose startin’ him a little rartchin’ spread up 
;icrv r.tebl- 

'< . (Contimed on page 108 ) 
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Prlco’i weapon cradiod, and the deputy pitched from the laddie 


THE JAIL-PROOF OUTLAW 

By T. W. FORD 

Sheriff Smoke Curtis faces his toughest job when he tries - 
to hold the leash on Killer Brunnermann, the evil outlaw; 
who cannot be slain by bullets, cold steel or hangropel 

CHAPTER I famous outlaw like “Slip” Brunner* 

mann behind bars—Brunnermann, the 
" A Mysterious Shadow outlaw-killer whom bullets couldn't 

. slay rtor bars hold. 

T HE new prisoner riled Sheriff Nothing else in the world was impor- 
“Smoke” Curtis, and: the'lawman tant to Curtis now except keeping Brun- 
didh’t try to hide his dis- nermann* and the others of his bunch 

5 'leasufe. An ordinary horsethief was locked up till the .circuit judge came In 
ust a plumb nuisance ;when he had a next week. After that, it wouldn t be 
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long until the lobo would be danginft-Qn . .mtstlpwly, steadily the 

air with a rope around.Ms settfed^i®: a faint rattle on 

when the renowned'mel|fi^-#S!l| : ,SlC the^lfiroof o£ the~biiidiM- 
U. S. marshal. sioped-ift, GyrtiB could Downstairs, in th^.oflie : e,'STpoke Cur- 
greet him with-' a ^puzzled smile 'and tis hoMe^reluctahtly^b^F$$#uty fpm 
casually inform him they’d .taken careof BrandjCbunty. Ofwo,ikse;;he coulcUhaye 
Brunnermann. -.raked the deputy ^vgr the coals.- ' - ’ “ a * 

The deputy from Brand G’ountyy-who . hini by what.authoBftjtdie waa gi 
had brought in the hbrsethief,: spoke a man outside of hi's ; own bafljwick.. 
with an apologetic air. ' " - ~ ' 

“If yuh could-just hold him till I go 
and pick-up-hii saddle pard—I wounded 


him too—I'd sure 'appreciate it.” The 
deputy from .up-state’was, a-gawky,rraw- 
boneci man. with a faeet'so hoUred it 
looked, as- if. he were constantly blush¬ 
ing. - He fingered liis battered lawman’s 
badge 'nervously.- ‘T know yougot a 
cuartd here, thatvaihft leaky.’’ 

".T'he Wagon < Wheel iatflhouse is 
danged near as. escape-proof , as - State 
Priirn itself !” snapp.ed'Curtis.; .- 
Sheriff -Curtis was one of those big, 
slouching' men, slppingTshpul;dered»'a»d 
thick around the middle. He looked, as if 
he was toting’& lot-blpefc and as if h.e 
‘sluggish' in' the bar^in. Actually, 


Curtis was an old-fashioned badi 
packer any way: The devil with wgrrhi 
or county lines or how ypu got yb^r^ 
man, just so long as you hung the dfagt: 
wood on a lawbreaker, r. 

“I reckon we can- throw his bre<ighgs 
in a cell for y<m.” ' - 

“Good,” the Brand deputy said t th®pw-. 
ing^a thumb 1 at. fhe iftsighificaht>-sy.#t?-s 
ly stooped-man beside him- “His handle’: 
is Price,. Viir Price. I don't reckdn.Mh- 
give yuh-any trouble.” 

For the first tjme .Gurtis-let^hiSd:fl| j 
eyes scour over .the prisoner. The man; 
was a- tjvosbit, .small bore,; .donm-dt^he- 
heel pelican; dressed- in^craoke.d, boots, 
soiled jeans and a.Kagg'ed. hickory shift. 
■' arm -dangled limply, its sleeVe 


Curtis ^s^alh tougly bee^' and^bnll#kh ripped almost to the.sltoulder, rev.eaJ'i'hg 
muscle, a brute for punishment, - and a red-stained bandage. He had‘hang- 
tough-minded as well. When he whiffed dog written "all over him, standing with 
the skunk Sweat of \ a. la5v-breaker,%e a half-cowering air. It. was hard tmtell 
simply waded in behind a screen of gun-- much .about his-face. A heavy beard 
smoke, heedless of his own personal stubble half masked it. And the large 


__fety, a rampaging brute. 

“This- jailhouae is escape-prom1” he 
reiterated. - 

Up in the second-floor cells, the out¬ 
laws could hear his sharp nasal voice. 
Up above them, outside, some thirty odd 
feet above the jailhouse roof, the warm 
range wind - stirred* the dusty-lobking 
leaves of-a giant eucalyptus, swayed its 
great gnarled ]bough that arched. over, 
the jail. 


The tree grew off the jaij property, in 
the empty lot beyond the jailyard walls. 


round eyes flanking the sharply hooked 
nose under ragged black hair ran away 
as Curtis’ eyes scrutinized him. 

The sheriff strode up and ran big 
gnafled hands over him roughly in a 
search for hideout weapons. All the 
time one of his. deputies, George Flow¬ 
ers, stood in- the doorway of the other 
front room, his ready gun covering the 
proceedings. 

Curtis found nothing on the horse- 
thief. Under his clothes he seemed held 
together by thin muscles which were 

>viUka i-Vmvi wrlvA Put norll'o tn 


In the shaft of wan moonlight the big ; little more than wire. But he . radiated 


horizontal bough seemed to have 
strange lump about halfway out. Then 
the wind died and the uppermost foliage 
settled back, cutting of? the moonlight. 
And the lump glued to the bough shifted 
and raised a little and began to snake 
out farther. Another minute and a long 
line of manila hemp weighted with a 
small stone at the end began to dribble 
down from the massive limb. 


a strange gentleness, 

Curtis §neered as he stepped bask, 
and expectorated into the, box of saw¬ 
dust over in the coVrier.- He knew the 
breed. They lacked the sand, the tough-; 
ness, to be real badmen, gun-slingers. 
They just skulked and stole. 

“All right,” he said, accepting the 
prisoner. . 

The Brand County man slapped on 
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his pinch-topped sombrero ahd-saichhWck Ha,came back r -dropped his two big 
' be hitting the trails Big Guhtis hil$he~d' sixes onvthfe de'&K,>tftefi took the prisoner 
his pearl-gray pants UP''about'fils’ big - through’ the door, of iron bars midway 
waist, then . motioned- Deputy Ffcwilf c-orridor.'^f lowsrs halided Cur- 

back as the latter‘Feaclied f for -the iron- -fis/the lantern^ then reloeked "the door 
key ring on the open rolltop desk. ,/ af tej- the sheriff. '• 

“I-’li take him up myself,'’ Curtis .said. - -They Went--upstairs, Price shuffling 
Tt wasn't* that he didn't tihiih Flowers. along with t-hat beaten air. Evehrthoiijm -■ 
But the man had been attaehefhto his- he was actually not a- small - 

office leSS than - three weeks.' '^hfWe ordinary*sized and looking, he ,ga Ye^|he-> 
sheriff simply wasn’t taking the: slight* impression of littleness, weakness.- He 
est chance <with Brunnermann in his acted as if this predicament was an old- 
jail. Besides; he wanted, to take- a look- familiar one to him and that he haddopg 
see at the lobo.leader just to be certain since giyeh up even resentingJt. Once, 
everything was all r-ight. '• heetumhled over Ms own boots and-'ran*. 

Up over the jailhouse, a-man's body his sleeve across his nose with a enuftlig 
wavered from the 'eucalyptus- bough, sound; ' . 

Then he came- down the Manila’ rope, “Some more buzzard bait,” jeered a 
loose-legged,' lowering himself swiftly gent in the first cell on the right,f-ear;, 
by-the knots along-the rope^ length, - It was one of- Brunnermannis h:oyS. 

He Was a little stiff. Since late that* There was another prisoner in with Biih: 
afternoon, wheffhe had reeled into thei-a sawed-off atub of njan who limped 
vacant Tot-from- the side^street, he had- heavily. In contrast:to-the other slorthe 
lain propped against the eucalyptus bunch, -he was 'seedily garbed and tah 
trunk-as if sleeping-in adrunkeh&tupoE. ways-silent. 

HiS boots touched the tobf lightly ahd* - 

then he let himself settle by - inches, (CJ MOKE CURTIS’ lantern sprayed 
going to all fours finally. ’ * y ' "■ k3r into the next cell.' All .the eells?h^d 
He waited.. No otitery, no alarm. .He barred fronts, the occupants always ip 
( started over for the left, rear coflier. full view to the most casual glance-of 
f eyes cutting around,'shifting his weight anybody passing, 
carefully g’S the tin buckled a lfttle under Curtis’ little eyes lighted with .tri- 
him. Thefi'he-froze and sank flat;against umph as he looked into that cage, Past 
the ropf as a train hootediike a nfght the tall slab of man at the bars to'the 
owl iiTthp cut north of the town.- - short stocky one smoking a little brown 
Diagopalfy'across the-main street, aup MexiCan-type cigar on the bunk. That 
where it .pumped, a woman had poked was Slip Brunnermann himself. You'd 
hbr head out of a second-story window, know it at a glance. He had big*shot 
Thi elevation of the .ground up there boss smeared'all over him; He had fancy 
gave her a view overlooking the jail- boots with a silver design inlaid on the 
house roof... And she seemed to^ae look- toes, fancy/ fawn-colored pants, a blue 
ing righf at Black Tom, the man up silk shirt above a brass-studded gunbelt 
there. He pushed his black-bearded Beside him lay a rich black Stetson,- 
face, against the tin and waited. Noth- almost brand new. His. brown hairw^s 
ing‘happened. But when, after a couple parted on the side, carefully combed?* 
of minutes, he risked another look, the /At sight of the sheriff, he swungAo'ff 
woman was still at the window, elbow’s the bunk hnd sauntered.to the cell ifoht 
propped on the sill. unhurriedly, short and broad with a 

Inside, Curtis started to escort Price, bold f-ace- as background for the e'm- 
down the corridor connecting the shier*' broidery of. a perpetual sneer, 
iff’s office with the cell block, but-the "Hello, law-dog,” he drawled. Then 
deputy, George Flowers, stopped-him. he sjpat through the bars. 

“Your guns, boss,” he reminded'#®, Curtis took a swipe-at the bars with 
and Curtis remembered. It was a rule the club'he had picked up just inside 
that nobody, not even the lawmen them- the door In the corridor below. The 
selves were allowed upstairs with thefr- tough wood made the heavy irbnring. 
hardware on. ^ The outlaw boss-'Stepped back unhur* 


is 

apparently 
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rledjy^^ore lazily. - - skiing in to carry off --.« 

“By thunder, yuh’re, a brave; man, bullet-ridden body of their leader. And 
Curtfs.!" he jeered. V " ' inside of a month he had appeared at 

' “We'll see how brave you are early the head of. his bunch at the hold-up of 
sornemornin’ next.rveek,” Curtis threw; 4 dancedess than twenty miles from Red 
back. Then -he. unlocked the c§ll across " ’ 
the- way> shovfed the unresisting Vin 
Brice-in, and went-back downstairs. 


Up on the roof, Black Tom slowly 
’ * .himself to all fours. The night 


Bank. . .. 

Early this year, a posse had cornered; 
Brunnermann and two of his gun-slicks 


the grade out of 
i engine cascading a 


train was . 

Wagon Wheel, it.. _. v .. . . „ 

shower of sparks above the yellow pine, 
couplings clanking on the night. Then 
Black Tom went down flat again- The 
woman was back at the window and that 
fleecy trailer of cloud had pulled its veil 
from the sickly moon’s face. • 

Down in his office, Curtis pushed 
away the greasy dinner dishes on his 


in a house in Cochise County, burnt it 
to the ground. No man had walked out 
alive. Yet, in a matter of days, a stage¬ 
coach had been stopped and a doctor* in 
it: kidnaped to be taken back, into the 
hills, to treat an hours-old wound in 
Brunnermann’s leg. 

It was incredible. It was eerie. It 
seemed impossible either to kill the man 
or hold him behind bars, These things 
had given Brunnermann his nickname,' 

, . , __ “Slip", a contraction of “Slippery." And 

drew on his cigarette till- its tip Smoke Curtis, working his clenched 
gfeamed like a hot coal. Flowers, a thin hand hard into the desk, had to admit 
man-with a sharply-alert look, sat in a it was an understatement if anything, 
chair proppe'd. against, the wall at :the “But he ain’t a-going to slip outa this 
other side. .He would be just behind the fail,” Curtis growled. “When he leaves 
door if it opened, and he kept a Colts- here—it’ll be to be hung, by gor!” " 
constantly in his lap, so that anybody 
entering that door would be . covered 

fyom behind. They were taking abso- —„ ... — 

lut% no chances. Brunnermann was Lamb and Hanning, came in. With them 
the biggest catch a lawman could hope was Stan Bridger, a burly naan with a 
for in. a lifetime. „ heavy mustache and popping eyes in a 

The usually calm, matter-of-fact brick-red face that befitted his truculent 
Smoke Curtis had a jumpy nervousness manner. He was the cousin of Matt 
running around his insides. He couldn't Bridger, an old-timer in the country, 
get rid of it even though he knew the who had the Box B up oh Bittersweet 
jailhouse was -escape-proof. • Brunner- Creek. • , ; “ 

mabn had escaped from so many places. . The younger Stan had come into the 


n OOTS hit the jailhouse steps. Cur-' 
MW tis’ two other deputies, Yucca 


His bunch had snaked him out over at 
Balo Verde, blasting a hole in the back 
of the jail itself , Brunnermann had been 
badly injured in the explosion and his 
men had toted him out more dead than 
ali-ye.. Yet, two weeks later, he had per¬ 
sonally led a bank raid at Big Skull. 
They’d had him behind bars at Morgan 
Junction. . At Poker Hill. Lowery. 
Other places. Yet always he had man¬ 
aged to get out somehow. There was 


country about two years back, helping 
Matt run the outfit. It had been a long 
time since Smoke Curtis had seen the 
jovial Matt himself. The older man was 
ill and did not come into town any more. 

“Howdy, Sheriff,” greeted Stan 
Bridger in that loud forceful voice of . 
his. “Hope yuh got that snake of a Brun¬ 
nermann still safe.” 

Curtis said he had. He didn't know 
Stan Bridger very well. But there was 


something miraculous about it, like the something about the pushy man that 


charmed life he was said to lead. 

Brunnermann had been sh,ot out of 
the saddle on more than one occasion, 
Clgy Scott, famed trigger-slammer, 
tyired to.clean.up Red Bank, had poured 
lead into Brunnermann’s frame, one 
bloody night, before the lqbo’js band had 


rubbed the wrong way. 

_ “See that yuh keep him locked up darn 
tight, Curtis,” Stan Bridger went on. 
“This piece of country’s gotta have 
peace so a, man can do business. We 
been losing stock steady up there at the 
Box B. If Brunnermann should git away 


16 ) ■ * THRILLING 

now, there'd be one devil of a howl 
raised!” • 

• Curtis eyed him coldly. "This :Jtail 
aip’t leaky—or ever been. And I- can 
run my business without any help, 
thanks.” 

Stan Bridget* shifted his tobacco plug 
and gfinned broadly. "Ain’t a-trying to. 
interfere, Curtis. Just wanted to help. 

I was thinking that if yuh wanted, t 
could put some of my men in here to 
help yuh guard him.” 

Curtis shook his big head curtly. 
"Thanks. But me and my deputies can 
handle things, I reckon. He noticed 
the way Bridger spoke Of "my men” as 
if he owned the Box B. He gave him a 
nod as the cowman left. 

“That pelican makes a heap of noise,” 
said Yucca Lamb.. ~ 

Curtis swore. "If Brunnermann goes 
outa here,'it’ll be over my corpse,” he 
spat out. 

Up above, Brunnermann sat with a 
quiet knowing smile, twisting a thread 
hanging from his ragged shirt-cuff. He 
had heard Black Tom’s low whistle from 
the roof. Soon he; Brunnermann, would 
be out of this euartel, once again the 
incredible will T o’-the-wisp no bars could' 
hold, once again cheating'the rope. 



CHAPTER II 

Cold-blooded Murder 

[OONBEAMS slanted 
through the narrow win¬ 
dows of the jail on the west 
side, into the cell of Price, 
the new prisoner. Across 
the hall, the Brunnermann 
men could see him pacing 
back and forth with a leop¬ 
ardlike stride, through that 
shaft of moonlight. His hat siung on ( the 
bunk, he kept raking a hand through his 
blaek hair, occasionally cursing in a 
husky voice. Instead of calming down, 
he-seemed to get more and more over¬ 
wrought with time. 

Finally, one of the Brunnermann 
quartet called over, "What the devil yuh 
got yore wind up for, stranger? You 
can' only git yore chips cashed once. 
What’s the charge against you, huh?” 

The little ranny, Price, looked over- 


With a vacant stare, blinked twice,-then 
seemed to hear the question for the AM 
tlins. ■ - 

Aw, it’s only a horse-stealifcg 
charge,” he answered. “It ain't it theft* 
got me mad. That deputy never would 
have give me a catching if it weren't for 
that dying prospector I stopped to help.” 
He began to'pace again. 

"Prospector?” The little seedy man 
had climbed off his bunk to come fort, 
ward to the front bars of the back cell in' 
the corner. 

Again Price didn’t seem to hear until 
after some moments. Then he turned and 
beat his chest with fisted hands and 
came to the front of his own cell. 

“Sure, a prospector! Run across Mm 
up in the Yellow Pony Hills. He was 
almost dead then. Taken a fall and 
busted a leg an’ was trying to get tea 
doc on his burro when I found him. He 
must have hurt himself inside because 
he kept spitting up blood and passed oft 
in ah hour or so. I did my best to ease 
him out. And then—” He shrugged, 
started to paoe again restlessly. 

"And so the Law caught Up with you'. 
Well, you was a dang fool!” said one of 
the leathery-faced Brunnermann men. 

The little man across the Way stopped 
and faced them again. He began to toss 
up a brass rifle shell, empty, catching 
it in his left hand and sending it spin¬ 
ning up again;- 

“Was I? x Well, I don’t know, seeing 
as how this gent was placer mining ana 
had hit a rich pocket. Told me he’d taken 
about ten-thousand dollars in gold nug- 

f ets out of it already! And afore he 
ied, because I was kind to him, he dre^ 
me a map showing where he had the 
nuggets cached out back of His cabin on 
the creek. So, I don’t know. If I was 
only outa here.” He began the restless 
pacing again. 

“You got that map on you?” It was 
the shabby little man in the back cell 
speaking again. 

Price shook hip head, coming over and 
gripping the heavy bars that formed 
the front of his cell. 

“Ho. I was slick. Think I’m danged 
fool enough to trust any badge-packer? 
Afore that deputy grabbed me, I hid it, 
Put it under a rock, wrapped up .in & 
neckerchief.” He tried to shake the'thick 
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-bars as if to• venthte vain fury.- “Blast "We better get Curtis up here, boss,'” 
it, if there was only somebody aroiiftd said, the seedy one. Ife had hooded, 
here on the outside that I knew, could flercely-bright eyes in a small, _ homely, 
trust. -I'd tellhirh whefe to flnd the ni'ap beard-stubbled race. “Curtis is touib 
and he could have half of that gold.” enough to make a play if he's got Ms 
, The. -Brunnermann -men exchanged smokepoles around," 


glances^ saying nothing. Then that low 
whistle came from the roof again. 

Brunnermann and the three others 
leaped to the single window of their 


The flashily-dressed one nodded and 
smacked Flowers across the mouth With 
the back of his hand. 

“Do as we say—an’ no tricks,” he 


respective cells.” A rope with a bundle commanded, “or I’ll beat in yore skull 
on it snaked down by the window of the with a gun barrel.” Then he told Flowers 
back corner cell. The seedy short gent to call down to Smoke Curtis and what 
flashed his hand: through the bars, to say. : . ■ ' 

grabbed the -bundle, and worked it back Flowers shrugged. “Shucks, I don t 
inside. Metal thudded against the bars wanta die. All right.” He yelled down, 
as he did so. ' \ calling Curtis by name. Then he gave 

Price, across the way, watched him the message. He said Brunnermann 
rip the bundle open quickly, and he wanted to give a confession. He said the 
caught the gleam of gun metal. But be- sheriff better come up. 
fore he could even open his mouth, the "In a matter of moments, Smoke Cur- 
other man in the rear cell was at the tis’ heavy tread sounded on the stairs. 


bars, the muzzle of a big Colts gaping 
right at him. •* 

“Keep.yore jaw buttoned up, mister, 
e warned Price, “and nothin’ will Hap¬ 


pen to you." 

“We’ll takehim out with us,” the little 
one said, passing more guns out through 
the front bars apd around the corner of 


the dividing wall to the pair in the 
second cell. All right. Let’s start it.” 


Qne of them bawled out to the laW- 
. men down in the office. “Hey, down 
there! Hey! Brunnermann's sick. Yuh 
better come up. Brunnermann is dang 
sick!” . , . 


£3 TEPS sounded on the stone floor of 
the corridor below, then ascended 
the stairs. The sharp-looking Flowers 
appeared, toting a lantern.' 

-.What the devil’s the matter?” 

He moved up toward the second cell. 
Then the tall man in the back earner 
cell shoved his arm out through the bars 
and thrust a gun into the deputy’s side. 

“Yell once—and- it’ll be yore last!” 
warned the-outlaw. 

Flowers didn’t yell. His jaw flapped 
open and he jerked up on his toes, the 
lantern rattling against the call bars. 
When he was ordered to hand in the big 
ring of keys, he obeyed woodenly. Un- 


The prisoners were back inside their 
cells when his head and shpUlders ap- •_ 
peared, Flowers backed up against the 
second one. One of the outlaws kept 
Price covered every instant with a gun 
shielded by his hat so the approaching 
sheriff couldn’t see it. 

Curtis asked George Flowers what 
was up. The latter just stared ahead, 
the knuckles of the hand clutching the 
lantern bone white, sweat like glassy 
beads on his high, sloping forehead. 

“You wanted to see me, Brunner¬ 
mann?” Curtis snapped. 

“If I confess to all charges, will yuh 
guarantee I won’t be hung?” asked the 
flashily garbed man in the second cell. 

Curtis started toward him. He had 
left his guns below, his holsters gaping 
empty. 

“I won’t guarantee a rat like you any¬ 
thing,” he began, and then there was a 
slight rasp as the door of the corner cell 
slid open. 

The next instant the seedy little jasper 
they all called Ed was out and had 
slammed his gun’s nose into the sheriff’s 
big back. . 

Cux*tis wheeled around fast, though 
he knew what it was. Then when he saw 
the setup, his mouth shot open to yell 
the warning downstairs. But before h«_ 


Sing their d6or stealthily, the pair in could get out any sound, Ed whipped up 
- back cell ran out and released the his gun and bent the barrel over fcurtis 
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It wasn't a hard enough blow tokpock 
th#-sheriff unconscious. It just- dazed 
him, and he sank down against the cell 
bars. Little Ed kicked him in'the ribs 
and Curtis groaned, the pain shooting 
his eyes open as the other men hopped 
out of the cells. 

It all was worked as slick as grease. . 
They opened up Price’s cell, and let him 
out, but gave him no weapon. 

“-We’ll take yuh out with us,” one of 
them said. “Just string along and do as 
yuh’re told.” 

Price nodded meekly. “Sure, just so 
long as I git out.” 

Smoke Curtis was dragged to his feet. 
They told him he was going to lead the 
way down and that if he tried, to give 
warping, again, they’d drill his deputy, 
Flowers. Curtis’ mouth flattened to a 
thin seam-at that. Fearless himself, will¬ 
ing to risk-his own life, he couldn’t con¬ 
demn one of his men to the grave,.- 

“Yuh don’t,think yah’re going , to get 
out of this town, do yuh, Brunner¬ 
mann?” 

“Just watch us,” taunted the -fancy- 
garbed lobo. 

When the procession.headed down the. 
stairs, it was the bright-eyed, seedy 
jasper who went right behind the sher¬ 
iff, holding the gun in his hack. Along 
the first-floor corridor they' went, Cur¬ 
tis walking heavily, discouragement in 
eyery line of his big frame. - Behind-him, 
the others tiptoed. Price was next to 
last in line, a Brunnermann gunhand 
back of him. 

T HE two deputies in the office, Lamb 
and Hanning, never had a chance 
to make a play. They saw Curtis stride 
in after unlocking the barred door. And 
then they were looking into the gun 
muzzles of the outlaws. 

Pudgy Yucca Lamb bounced out of his 
chair, half-bald head gleaming in the 
lamplight as he started to draw. Then 
he saw the way they had his boss spitted 
on that Colts barrel and he dropped his 
arm. 

The outlaws workecfas swiftly as if 
they’d rehearsed it. The lawmen were 
disarmed apd handcuffs from the desk- 
were snapped on them. Flowers, how¬ 
ever .'syas not handcuffed. He was to go 
with the pair who were going to the 


livery barn around- the corner. They- 
would go through the empty lot besido - 
the jail and come out on the livery barn 
alley without having to move along the 
main drag. They’d pick up the lawmen’s 
ponies and the ones Black Tom had. put 
there earlier that day. 

“Tell the livery barn boss to saddle up 
yore ponies,” Flowers was warned. 
“And no tricks, or,every one of yore 
pards here will draw a dose of lead:, 
poisoning ’tween the shoulder blades. 
Besides, this will be covering you every 
moment.” 

And Flowers cringed away from the 
little derringer the gunman slipped from 
a pocket in the waistband of his pants. 
The three left. 

Curtis,’ heavy face worked with im¬ 
potent rage as he waited. An orey-eyed 
waddy went down the road, caterwaul¬ 
ing “Buffalo Gal.” Then the outlaws 
were back wjth the -ponies, and .Black 
Tom, who’d gone back up the knotted 
rope and down the tree, stuck, in his head 
to say everything was ready. He was 
built like an ape, with curly black hair 
crowding his brows. He leered at-the 
sheriff. r * 

It was as easy as spitting in a creek. 
The four, handcuffed ' badge-packers 
were herded out and shoved into the sad¬ 
dles. Price, the horse-thief, was kept 
covered too. A couple of men across the 
street stared. One of them let out a yell. 

“Holy cow! It’s Brunnermann—and 
he’s got the sheriff!” 

Doors were yanked open along the 
road, Men hustled out of whisky mills, 
reaching for holsters. But then froze 
on the draw. What would happen if 
they triggered was only too plain. The 
hostages hemmed in by the lobos at-gun 
point would get it. 

“Go ahead an’ plug .’em, you fools!” 
Curtis yelled. But in vain. His mouth 
twisted. 

Silent staring men lined the street as 
the riders turned north at the bank 
corner, moving at a rapid trot. The lobos 
smirked around. 7 

“Better warn ’em, boss,” said the 
seedy gent .they..called Ed-to Brunher- 
mann -as they^ sighted the creek -bridge 
ahead'. - 

: The boss wheeled his cayuse and rose 
in the stirrups, sneering at the crowd!- 
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“Don’t ^you,..jugheads..get any.' idea and ordered him- to dismount, getting 
about sending a posse afterirus. ) ’t Ke. . out of .the kak himself. - , 

called. “It’ll., be plumb-bad; if yuh do,-. “This way/ Deputy. We’re taking a 
We’ll-just, blow out .the brains .of these little ftttsear,” He headed Hanning-, Who 
John Laws, one after the other, till yiih . looked'perplexed, back down the grass- 
quit. -Leave us alone and. we’ll release fringed trail. 


-these pelicans when we get dang good 
and. ready-. AdiQs! And—” , 

There, was. the bar-k.of one-pf .Ed’s . 
hogle'gs. Lead slashed into-the-batwing 
door of-a: barroom oyer on the left side 
of the road. A big drink wrangler, 
who’d been steadying a Colts over the 
top of the doors, staggered out and sat. 
down heavily* pawing at a red-running 
shoulder. The crowd- ebbed back. The 
outlaw boss spat into the dust, gave a 
sign. And the lobos with their hostages 
were heading- for the bridge at a hard 
gallop. 

_They crossed it,, rounded the elbow of 
ridge,on. the other.bank, and struck put 
across the often, range. Theycput about 
five mileo be.hind,them, then reined up on - 
a slight rise beside a stand of timber. 
Dropping off, one of them put-his ear 
to the ground. 

“Riders—a pack of ’em,” he said'suc¬ 
cinctly, .. ’ 

Little, down-at-the-heels Ed pointed 
back down-the trail.. Under the wan 
moon, -a .line of horsemen cquld be seen 
coming over one of the.prairie.swells. 

“Guess we have to teach ’em a-lesson, 
boss,”Ed^said. 

' They nodded, their eyes swinging over 
the prisoners. The boss pushed back his 
black sombrero. . , . 

; “All right, Tom,” .be said, indicating 
Haapiijg^ 

. Black T< 


.. ben he Whipped out one gun, pushed 
the muzzle against the back of Han¬ 
ning’s skull, and polled the trigger. 
Hanning pitched into the dust of the 
trail, spattering it with crimson as .the 
back of his head was blasted out. 


CHAPTER III 


Kill Crazy 



Tom touched. Hanning’s arm 


OME time later, when the. 
outlaw bunch pulled up 
again, on. a knoll this time, 
t they could see the pursuing - 

K b- from Wagon, vthdsl 
at the spot where Han-'- 
ning. had been left lying in 
the road. Several minutes 
passed and then the posse 
headed slowly back toward the town. 

“Reckon that was the convinc.er,” said 
Brunnermann, grinning. 

Ed guffawed. The posse was moving 
unhurriedly, but at a steady, lope, veer¬ 
ing- over toward the broken foothills in- 
the west. One of the posseipen led-the 
empty-saddled pony. . . 

Smoke Curtis licked his mashed" lips, 
tasting the salt of blood. Whehihe out¬ 
laws had gunned Hanning, he ftkd gone 
momentarily berserk, swinging- at the 
nearest one of them with his manacled 
hands. He had received a.savage punch 

— - [Turn page} 
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In the mouth and the boss had sent a 
warning sing hometing past his hat. 

Over on the sheriffs right, Deputy 
5 ,ucca Lamb swayed brokenly in the sad¬ 
dle as he rode. He too had burst into a 
fit of rage when he had seen his fellow 
deputy 1 get that window put-in his skull 
bo cold-bloodedly. And Lamb had had a 
gun barrel bounced off his .head twice to 
cool him down. 

“Well, looks as if we’ll be taken to the 
bunch’s hideout.” Price, the hombre 
who’d been brought in as a horsethief, 
had eased his pony over close to Curtis. 
He spoke from the corner of his mouth 
'with no lip movement. • 

.Price was not manacled. But he still 
had no Weapons. And Black Toni: in the 
rear had them all covered. , 

Curtis stared at Price, puzzled. There 
had seemed to be a note of elation in the 
mans’ voice. The sheriff swore under his 


^ Getting captured by the outlaws was 
bitter medicine for Smoke Curtis, an in¬ 
glorious, end to a career. And it would 
be the end of his career, for there were 
umu In Wagon Wheel who had never 
liked-him, called, him overbearing. Those 
enemies Would be after his scalp now, 
demanding his removal from office when 
he get back. And those two rewards 
offered for the capture of Brunnermann 
would be lost. With that reward money 
he had planned to buy himself a small 
cow outfit when he retired at the end of 
hisjfcgrm. ' 

) But all that was washed out now. The 
big sheriff now didn’t give much of a 
hoot what happened to him. Bitterly his 
thoughts back-tracked along his career. 
For two terms he had worked hard, 
taken great risks, to enforce the law in 
the Wagon Wheel country. He had been 
honest, more than once refusing bribes. 
He had driven the gun toughs from the 
town’s Whisky Row and cut down the 
rustling out on the range. He had broken 
up the fence-line war between the big 
Beartrack Pool and the rich Twin Spur 
spread. But one of his proudest jobs had 
been- running the infamous Holiday 
brothers, vicious gunmen and road 
agents, out of the country. He had killed 
one and wounded tough Sam Holiday 
himself, while taking three pieces "of 
lead in his .own hide. - - 


For more than two years, off and on, 
the Brunnermann bunch had b&n a 
thorn in Curtis’ side. Slip Brunnermann 
himself was a heartless killer, a man 
who would snuff out a life as calmly as 
another human critter would'strike a 
match. Killing with Brunnermann was 
like dvmking with some gents. He 
seemed addicted to it. And he was a' slick 
buzzard in the bargain, shifting his 
activities, hopping across a State line 
only to hop back and strike again a few 
months later, swinging from one county 
tp another, but inevitably looping back 
at some later date. And Brunnermann 
would do anything If it would bring him 
a quick dollar. • 

Time and again Smoke Curtis had led 
posses after the bunch. He had spent 
days out on the range alone, seeking to 
cut Brunnermann’s sign, to track him 
down to his lair. But the slippery killer 
would lead his pack back into the 
broken country and then seem to go up 
in' smoke. Curtis had fine-combed those 
hills without ever finding a sign of a 
hideout or camp. 

Capturing him this time had been a 
piece of sheer luck; A woman Brunner¬ 
mann had thrown over had sent in 
word that the outlaw would be in a set¬ 
tlement. down the river from Wagon 
Wheel on a certain night. But the Law 
still had not learned the whereabouts of 
the hideout where the rest of the bunch 
was. ' ; , ■ 

O FF from Curtis’ stirrup, Price 
whistled softly while he kept flip¬ 
ping up a spent, shiny cartridge shell. 
The group left a branching side road 
and turned up along the bank of a feeder 
creek. Price seemed to miss the shell on 
that catch and it bounced off his saddle- 
horn to spin earthward. Well, the little 
weasel was probably happy enough, Cur¬ 
tis told himself, fie was out of jail by a 
stroke of luck. • ~ 

The outlaws paused for a breather, 
watering their ponies and lighting up 
quirlies. Curtis managed to fashion him¬ 
self a crumpled cigarette with his. man¬ 
acled handsT He wondered when he’d be 
set free. Not. that he had any hope of 
ever taking Brunnermann prisoner 
again. You didn’t get breaks , like .that 
every day. ' , - 
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"He Recalled how he had beCft gojbg to a little In the chill breeze coming down 
greet- Hellflre Sells, the marshal-being the csiftyon. 

sent in to get Brunnermann.' He. Rikw "They gotta let us go some time," 
lMle.about Sell's save -thfttthe man}had Yucca Lamb said. “Then—" 
built himself a terrific reput^brr ftdxvh Bruttner-manh'g voice cut in at that 
along the Jtio and that he was supposed moment. 

to^be-a^alking chunk of poison with "Curtis, yuh can make things easier 
guns in his Wands. - Some men said 'he: for yoreself if yuh wanta do something, 


was one of the deadliest maii-hunterrin 
the Southwest; an hombre who 1 would 
take any kind of a risk to run a wanted 
gent to his' hole. 

At the time, Curtis had resented the 
fact that 'Sells was being sent in, It 
seemed like a reflection on hfs own abil¬ 
ity. as ; a law enforcer. He’d felt nobody 
had done more than he had to run down 
Brupnerznann. " " 

^Ourtislifted his head quickly now as 
the boss lobo'walked over to Price. 

"Where did yuh say yuh’d cached that 
map of gold hideout, Price?" boss Brun¬ 
nermann asked. 

"Didn’t say," came back Price in his 
quick, thin voice. For some inexplicable 
reason, he had become confident, poised. 
“It Was off the trail coming into Wagon 
Wheel from the northeast'. And, by-the 
way,, I feel danged undressed without 
hardware in my holsters." 

The boss’ eyes, flickered; “AIJ right. 
We’ll talk about it later. Let's make 
tracks, gehts.^, -■ 

.They neared the edge of the range 
country, following cow paths through 
big ,, "thiekets of chaparral. The moon 
wpned and the stars became smudgy 
spots in a graying sky as the men moved, 
into a draw. Then they were pushing, 
up" into the foothills. With daylight, they 
made camp in a pin© grove in a tortuous 
' 

Brunnermann and his gunhands con¬ 
fabbed for softie minutes around a little 
campfire. Booneville, a town up to the 
north In a pass that led from the graz¬ 
ing country through the hills, was men-- 
tWed several times. 

Curtis sat on a boulder, manacled 
hands fisted, talking to Yucca Lamb. 

“i dqh’t care what they do to me,” the 
sheriff ground out. “I don't care. If only 
Fl'l get the chance to pay ’em back for 
what they did to Bob Hanning. That’s 
ain-askf v" . . 

" The deputy cut his eyes over . at 


if yuh got some sense.” 

Smoke Curtis jerked up his head as 
the duded-up hombre came over. “What 
the devil do yuh want, Brunnermann?” 

“That town marshal in Booneville. 
Wyatt Redding/ 

Curtis Stared hard over at the-camp¬ 
fire without replying. Redding had'been 
passing through the settlement near 
Wagon Wheel the night’ they had 
grabbed Brunnermann and his three 
gunhands. The Booneville marshal had 
thrown in with Curtis and helped him 
make the capture, mortally wounding a 
gun-slick named Chanping. Afterward, 
Curtis had learned Channing was Slip 
Brunnermann’s cousin. 

“Got a little score to settle with Wyatt 
Redding,” the boss continued imperturb¬ 
ably. “I want you to bring him outa 
Booneville for me.” - 

The sheriff swung to his feet bellig¬ 
erently. 

“Go to the devil, Brunnermann 1” ho 
said hoarsely. 

“I think yuh’ll do it,” the other said - 
softly, smiling. “I think yuhfll go in to 
Redding while - We wait outside. You can 
tell him yuh tracked a couple other mem¬ 
bers of my outfit to a cabin in the hills. 
You can tell him anything. Only you 
bring him out. Sabe? I think yuh’ll do 

Once again Smoke Curtis lost his head 
and tried to bring up his handcuffed 
arms for a blow. It was Price who 
jumped in behind him and grabbed him 
from .the rear. The boss blew qulrly 
smoke in the helpless Curtis’ face. 

“I think yuh’ll do it ’cause If yuh don't; 
both yore deputies'll get a window in the 
back of their skulls mis time! An’ that 
ain’t just talk. Remember what hap¬ 
pened to Hanning, eh, Curtis?” 


C URTIS was speechless. The boss 
flipped away his quirly stub atfd 


moved off, swaggering slightly;Ed ; 


Flowers; the other deputy, aridshivered' stepped into his spot. 
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. “Better agree to do it, Sheriff,” he 
Baid. “Brunnermann can git tough.” 
He spat in the dirt before, walking 
away. 

. Smoke Curtis tried to move after him, 
but Price still gripped him from behind. 
Curias called him everything in the. book. 

. “Use yore Head, use yore head, Cur¬ 
tis,” Price said softly. “String along 
with ’em and Wait—wait. They’ll get 
Redding anyway, one way or another.” 

“You cheap, dirty horsethief,” Curtis 
mouthed. “Who the devil are you that 

“Sure, Tknow. what they’ll do to that 
Wyatt Redding,” Price went on easily. 
"But he's one man. Bo yuh want to see 
yore two deputies get their chips 
cashed? Yuh’re supposed to be a tough 
John Law, Curtis. Be tough now—and 
save what yuh can.” 

Yucca Lamb shoved in his leather- 
hued face. “Tell Brunnermann to-go spit 
in his hat, Smoke! You can’t sell out a 
man like Wyatt Redding. For every one 
of us Brunnermann kills, them Federal 
marshals will hound him down that 
much harder.” 

Curtis shook his head heavily. “Them 
marshals are a heap-of wind. It took me 
two years to give Brunnermann a catch¬ 
ing. They won’t get him. They think 
just because they wear a government 
badge they can do anything.” 

: George Flowers, the new deputy, put 
in his say, wiping cold sweat from his 
upper lip, sharp eyes darting around. 

“This Brunnermann is kill crazy.! 
You can’t condemn us. to die like—like 
yuh'd, send cattle to the slaughter pen, 
Curtis!” 

“He wouldn’t dare murder all of us!” 
Yucca came back, a fighter to the last 
ditch. J ‘Why he'd bring the whole coun¬ 
try down on his neck. He knows that.” 

“Play for time,” put in Price quietly, 
gripping the sheriff’s arm. “He hasn’t 
killed this Redding yet.” 

“What’re yuh putting in yore two bits 
for?” Yucca Lamb snapped at him. 

“I’m no killer,”.came back Price calm¬ 
ly, masking his eyes, “even if they sav 
I got a weakness for horses. I dont 
want to see you gents die for nothing, 
that’s all. Sheriff, tell ’em yuh’ll go 
bring out this Wyatt Redding. It’ll give 
all of you time. And with enough time, 
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anything can happen. Mebbe they’re 
gathering a big posse down to hem Bruin- 
nermann -in ” 

* Smoke. Curtis kicked earth savagely* 
shaking his head, “Banged if' I’ll be ft 
dirty Judas! I won’t do itl” . 

But at midday, when they hit they ad* 
dies again after a few hours of shuteye, 
Smoke Curtis had taken Price’s advice. 
He had knuckled down to Brunnermann, 
agreeing to go into Booneville and bring 
out the local town marshal. But he felt 
like a cur dog in agreeing to do it, and 
rode with his once proud head slumped 
on his chest. - - 

Flipping one of those shiny rifle car¬ 
tridges, Price worked abreast of him 
and called over softly: 

“Keep your nerve stiff, Curtis. The 
last card ain’t been played yet.” 

CHAPTER IV 

Journey to Death. 

|T WAS the middle of the 
afternoon when they 
reached Booneville. It was 
a fair-sized town, the junc¬ 
tion point of* two stage 
lines, where cowmen at the 
upper end of ' the range 
bought their supplies. 

, . They followed the creek 

down from the hills, walking their 

{ wines in the water between the red wil- 
ows, careful to keep from sight. At the 
back edge of the town, a short distance 
from the creek, stood a tumble-down 
bam with half the roof missing. It was 
almost Mat in a tangle of weeds and un¬ 
derbrush. Dismounting, they slipped up 
to it, leading their ponies. 

“All right, Curtis,” said the boss. “Cut 
down to the main trail and go in.” 

. Little seedy Ed stepped over to. the 
sheriff’s stirrup as the latter mounted. • 
“Don’t try to git slick, Curtis,” Ed 
said. “Don’t try to bring back a posse 
with you. We can see.” He pointed down 
at the road and that side of the town, 
in plain view from the thicket. "Try 
bringing a posse back—and yuh'll find 
two dead deputies! ’Member!” 

It was the worst moment of Smoke 
Curtis’ life as he headed for the main 
tr'jail. He felt he could never do. any- 
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1310 '^e^4 wag cursing Holiday along with 
alternative. At the roM he tuined-idown 1 the. boss, only cursing mole viciously >" 

S fra.de toward s blacksmith’s-paint- Smoke Curtis was wrong. Sam Holi¬ 
ng barn at the western-edge-of, the . day .had glimpsed him. Recognized-him 
r lowering clouds had formed-a too. Had seen him cut off into the brush 


leaden- bJMk over the face of the sun. 
A rising wind whipped-through therpass 
in gusts, lifting curtains of blinding dust 
before it. 

Head bowed against it, Smoke Curtis 


toward the barn. Expecting to find the 
sheriff with'a posse, some deputies at 
least, Holiday had fanned his men out in 
a semi-circle, then worked in. 

, . One of his men poked his face now 

, .d impotent-rage put through the willow foliage over on the 

a red mist before his-eyes. One of his creek bank. 


Head bowed against 
felt his face twist and i: 


hands slapped a gun butt, f hey had 
given him-his guns so. the Booneville law 
officers would suspect nothing. But the 
spiokepoles were useless. They were 
empty, and the outlaws had taken every 
last shell from his belt. 

The screen of shifting dust broke, and 
Curtis looked up and then half; choked. 
Abuneh. of-riders were coming out- from 
the .town. The. lead man rode -with- his 
sombrero hangingyback on his shoulders, 
fiery red hair.plain to view. Smoke Cur¬ 
tis saw it and that black patch over the 
man’s right eye and started to draw, 
prepared to fight for his. life. It was Sam 
Holiday, the man whom Curtis-had ojrice 
run out of that piece of country and 
Whose brother he had killed. Then the 
sheriff remembered his Colts were shell- him. 
less. 

Wind kicked up a dust screen again. 

Curtis wheeled hip cayuse around sharp¬ 
ly, praying he hadn't been spotted by 
Holiday, and went back up the road. He 
turned into the. brush to the. abandoned 
barn where the outlaw bunch was hid¬ 
ing. ... 

It was 'little Ed who jumped out of 
cover to throw a gun on him, furious as 
he demanded to know where Redding 


. “Holy cow, Sam I’’ he cried out in sur¬ 
prise. Slip Brunnermann's there!”. 

He triggered twice. Shots spattered 
from the brush between the road and the 
old bam. 

One of Brunnermann’s men, a lank 
one with a knife scar across his nose, 
staggered back drunkenly and then 
dropped with a slug in his chest. Black 
Tom spun half around, hit in the right 
shoulder. Like magic, a hole appeared in 
the crown of the boss’ black Stetspn. 
Then the Brunnermann outlaws were 
screaming on the verge of panic, as they 
jumped for cover. 

“Into the bam! Into the barn!’’ 
barked Ed as he rammed one of his guns 
in Curtis’-back and. shoved him before 


T HEY got inside through a gap in 
one of the rotting walls. It whs 
only Slightly dimmer than outside in the 
brokendown, nearly roofless structure. 
Lead smashed in, knocking loose chunks 
of rotten wood, Sam Holiday’s men 
were closing in on all sides. 

“Must be about twenty of ’em, boss!” 
called Ed as he fired through a gap. “Bet- 

-- — __ter give the John Laws guns. They better 1 

Curtis - started to explain as the fight—or Holiday'll cash their chips too. 
others camC out and gathered around Git the handcuffs off ’em!’’ 
him. Colts, were handed out to .the three 

“Sam Holiday? That big-mouthed law officers and Vin Price. Curtis and 
tinhorn!” the boss cursed. “I got a score his men had no choice. If Sam Holiday 
to settle with that rat! I’ll—how many captured them, it would be out of the 
rannies did he have with him?” skillet into the fire. 

Curtis couldn’t be sure. He thought They were ordered to the side of the 
there Were quite a few. He recalled now bam facing the willows on the creek, 
hearing stories about the bad blood be- At one end, opposite the big gap where 
tween these two outlaws, that Holiday a door once had been, stood the hot-eyed 
Clanned SJip Brunnermann had cheated Ed, firing through the gap and able to 
him out of some dinero on a deal. > cover them from the back. 

“I; don’t think he §aw me,” Curtis said. Curtis thought he saw red-headed 
Then-he-stopped, puzzled. For seedy Holiday himself worming through the 
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undergrowth, and switched his fire to 
throw down on him. Hit, the man 
rocked up to his knees, then dived back 
into the high grass. It wasn’t Holiday 
though. 

Curtis swore grimly through the gun- 
smoke. If he could get Sam Holiday 
himself and help drive his men back, 
then, with a gun in his dewclaw, he 
might have a chance to make a, plav 
against Brunnermann. Even though ft 
might cost him his life, he’d be satisfied 
if he could simply burn down that duded- 
up, cold-blooded murderer. 

Thunder rolled suddenly above the 
rattle of gunfire. 

Just down from the sheriff at another 
hole in the barn wall, Price called over. 
“Slip a shell or two in yore pocket when¬ 
ever you can. Might have a chance to 
use ’em later. I need bullets,” he called 
out, lifting his voice. 

Ed ran over and gave him a handful, 
thumbed some more out of his own belt 
for the sheriff. Both men ducked as a 
slug drilled through the side of the barn, 
passing low over their heads. 

. Price’s weapon spoke promptly and a 
man out in the brush screeched to high 
heaven- a's he was wounded. The first 
drops of rain slapped against the side of 
the barn. 

Somebody outside bawled orders. 
Across the barn, the boss swore as he 
saw what was coming. It was a con¬ 
certed rush. On all sides, gun-slicks 
jumped from, cover and flung themselves 
toward the place, zigzagging as they ran 
in. • 

A bullet nicked Price’s cheek. But 
after recoiling a step, the little gent 
was back at the opening apd firing With 
deadly calm. For a man who had seemed. 
just a lowdown, broken-spirited horse- 
thief he was showing a heap of cold, 
hard nerve. ' 

The rain streamed down in thick, 
heavy ribbons, blurring vision, screen¬ 
ing the attackers from view. The hot 
earth began to steam. Light dimmed 
from a dirty, wet gray to a ffmrky half 
black. Knifing in, holding their fire till 
they were almost on top of the bam, 
Holiday’s men almost made it. Smoke 
Curtis had to leave his gap in the side of 
the, crumbling bam and shift to another 
gap. as a gent behind a boulder just a 


few yards away outside punched lead 
through the opeping. A Holiday gun- 
tough reared in the big hole by the cor¬ 
ner where the door had been. 

Ed sent him stumbling backward with 
a slug in the leg. Another man burst 
from the rank weeds for the opening. 
The stocky Ed sprang forward reckless¬ 
ly and clubbed him over the head and 
shoulders before the gent could throw 
down on those inside. He went reeling 
away, in retreat for his life, 

The charge Was broken. The gun re¬ 
ports fell off, though there was some 
scattered, sniping from the brush. But 
the ring of Holiday men was falling back 
as crashing thunder reverberated from 
the hills in the north. Rain lashed the 
wind-shaken barn. Outside, it was like 
a thick, shiny-wet twilight. Inside, they 
were but dim figures, vaguely outlined 
to each other. And Smoke Curtis turned, 
thumbing a few fresh shells he had 
saved into his weapon, prepared to make 
his play. • 

“No,” said Price softly, yet with a 
note of authority. He thumbed over to¬ 
ward George Flowers. 

Flowers stood apathetically, smoking 
gun dangling against his leg, a whipped 
look on his face. For little Ed had a gun 
In his side. Ed’s bright, fanatic eyes 
slid over Curtis and Yucca Lamb. 

“All right. Drop the hardware,” he 
ordered. 

Again they had no choice but to obey. 
Curtis swore under his breath, nodded 
to Yucca, and let his weapon thud to : 
the floor. It seemed as if every chance, 
every thin hope, died a-borning. The out¬ 
laws always had the jump at the crucial 
moment. And the sheriff found himself 
hating this little, insigniflcant-lookihg 
Ed as much as he did Slip Brunnermann 
himself. 

A BULLET sliced through one wall 
of the bam as if it were soft 
Wood, whistled past the wounded Black 
Tom's chest, and bored out through the 
other Wall. Right atop it came the pro¬ 
longed spang-g of a Winchester. 

“Holy smoke!” yelled Black Tom, 
“They’re working on us with rifles. 
They'll cut this place down over our 
kswif f , 

'-Boss, it's right dark outside,” Ed put 
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Hwcdlmly... “Mebbe we better, try tojslip 
through 'em and head for the Hldebut.. 

‘ If was agreed upon without any argu¬ 
ment. The capites were at once herded 
in front of them, over by the big gap. In 
the barn side.' 

Br.uunermann .himself put his gun 
ndle against-Curtis’ back.- 

“See this?” he told-them. "All right. 
Don’t get foolish, or Curtis gets his 
lights put out. Now move out soft.” 

As they started, Smoke Curtis caught 
the faint gleam of another of those rifle 
shells.Price was once again flipping up, 
There was a little ping when it rattled 
on the barn floor as he missed catching 
it. ■ ... 

Then they were outside, catching the. 
full onslaught of the. rain. 

They pushed through the wet under¬ 
brush and rank weeds to where they had 
left their, ponies ground anchored. 
Nothing! happened. In the. gloom, the 
Holiday men couldn't see them. There 
was a clap of thunder as if the sky were 
collapsing. They hit the saddle leather, 
Black Tom guarding Curtis till the boss 
swung up, then permitting the sheriff to 
mount. There were a couple of gun 
cracks and the spat of slugs smacking 
through, the barn walls. 

Holiday didn’t yet kriow they had 
quitted the place. 

Moving southward, they walked, their 

g omes toward the main trail outside of 
ooneville. Everything might have been 
all, right if it hadn’t been for that re¬ 
vealing flash of lightning. Little Ed was 
up front. A darker shape detached itself 
frpjn a-tree ahead and a voice challenged 
Ed, .asking who he was. 

Ed jerked up straight in the stirrups 
and shot the Holiday man right through 
the. forehead. 

Luck was with them for thunder rolled 
sonorously above at the same, instant 
Ed shot, washing out the sound of the 
gun report. ■ They came out onto the 
open road and everybody breathed 
easier... And then the livid, flaming light¬ 
ning gashed open the blackness, expos¬ 
ing them as _.clearly as if a . great beam 
of light had been turned on them. . 

There were shouts. A couple of bul¬ 
lets zipped overhead. Ed yelled, and they 
all threw spurs to their ponies, swinging 
westward down the trail and splashing 
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through the creek. A few hundred yards 
beyond it, as the rain fell off to a thin 
drizzle with the. light increasing, they 
swung into a gully, pushing southward. 
Lightning sheared away the grayness 
again as they did. It seemed as if they 
had slipped away safely. Yet inside of 
half an hour, when they swung"into the 
narrow rough trail winding among, the 
foothills, they knew better. 

They pulled up. The rain had ceased 
entirely. Above, the clouds were dis¬ 
sipating and an early lemon-hued moon 
was peeking over a ridge to the south¬ 
west. And from behind them came the 
faint but unmistakable drum of hoofs. 

The boss threw away the quirly he 
had started to roll. “It's Holiday, all 
right! They saw us head into the gully 
and knew we’d make for the hills.” 

After that, they rode hard and stead¬ 
ily. Ed led the way! And behind the 
captives, now gunless again, pressed the 
other three outlaws. • 

The moon climbed higher and'waxed, 
shedding a clear golden glow over, the 
country^ And soon the lobos were curs¬ 
ing it. For, as they turned into a canyon 
and looked back, they saw a bunch of 
Holiday riders topping the. spine of a 
ridge behind them. In that clear light it 
was easy for Holiday to follow their 
trail sign. 

The boss yelled for them to push their 
ponies harder. 

A little after midnight they paused 
•for a brief rest by a fast-running creek. 
The Holiday men were nowhere in sight 
now. But little Ed was still worried. 
He said Holiday knew those hills like the 
palm of his hand. 

"Well, we'll be in the hideout afore 
morning.” Black Tom said. “And 
Holiday’ll never find us there.” 

Smoke Curtis stiffened as complete 
realization sank into his mind. Over on 
his right, hunkered down, Price was 
juggling one of those rifle shells again. 
Price smiled quietly and gave Curtis a 
wink when their eyes met. 

Smoke Curtis saw nothing to smile 
about. Tl^Sy were going to the bunch’s 
hideout. And Curtis knew that for him 
it meant death. 

After all, Brunnermann couldn’t ever 
release him once he’d seen the outfit's 
hiding place. 



" CHAPTER V 

Accidents Can Happen 

LACK TOM was getting de¬ 
lirious from his. shoulder 
wound. He started to rave 
about a red-headed honky- 
tonk girl in Booneville. Lit¬ 
tle Ed walked over to him 
and slapped him back and 
forth across the face several 
times. 

“The dang fool! He never knew a 
redhead in Booneville 1“ 

Curtis was just deciding this little Ed 
was a heap more important than he 
looked. And then it happened. George 
Flowers had, unnoticed, edged his pony 
down the creek. Working the pony 
around so the animal was between him 
and the bunch, he leaped into the saddle 
and threw home spurs to ride for it. 

He might have made it as he bolted 
around a clump of brush.'A couple of 
wild shots whipped high over his head. 
Then the slim wiry Price had snaked a 
hogleg from one of the holsters of the 
wounded Black Tom. Price leaped up on 
a boulder, sighted carefully, shooting 
arm extended. It was all done in a mat¬ 
ter of a few seconds. 

Price’s weapon cracked twice. And, 
downstream, the fleeing deputy went up 
stiff-legged in the stirrups and then 
pitched" from the saddle. The .46 slug 
had passed through the flesh of his left 
shoulder. 

The galloping, pony pulled up in a 
score of yards. And Ed ran down the 
bank to recapture the wounded man 
easily. Ed hit him a coupleuof times and 
brought him back.'. 

Smoke Curtis felt his last thin hope 
shatter - then. Without realizing it, 
though it made no sense, in a vague way 
he had begun to count on the horsethief, 
Price. Since they had been out on the 
trail with the outlaws, Price had radi¬ 
ated a calm yet convincing confidence. 
The slight hombre seemed to exude 
strength, a kind of authority. It was. as 
if he knew something. Or perhaps had 
an ace up, his sleeve. Until the .moment 
when Flowers made, his break, Vin Price 
had not seemed to be on the side of the 
Brunnermann bunch. 
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Now, though, there was no doubt 
about Where he stood. 

The boss pumped his hand, telling him 
it was a pretty piece of shooting. Ed 
came up and ran his intense eyes over 
. him. • - _ 

“Didn’t know you were so eager to 
• string along with us,” he said. 

Price shrugged, thumbing at Curtis 
and the two deputies; “Why in tarnation 
should I side the John Laws?” he came 
back. “You gents, snaked me outa'that 
jailhouse with you. I don’t owe the badge 

P ickers nothing but hate. And I reckon 
can see which side my bread is but¬ 
tered on.” 

They were in a hurry to slope on be¬ 
cause the Sound of the gun reports might 
have carried to Sam Holiday and nis 
band back through the hills. But before 
they remounted, Price was given a cou¬ 
ple of Colts plus a gunbelt. They trusted 
him now practically as a member of the 
outfit. — 

The boss tied Flowers’ neckerchief 
over the bullet gash at the top of his 
arm. That was all the attention they 
gave him. After a mile or so when, he 
complained the pain made it impossible 
for him to ride that fast, they simply , 
threatened to put him on foot and leave 
him behind., 

“And you won’t have to do much 
guessing to figure what Sam Holiday’ll 
do to any officer of the sheriff’s!” the 
boss gibed. 

B Flowers sniveled and whined curses, . 
Smoke Curtis said nothing. But inside 
he Was praying for just one boon from 
Heaven. That was that before he had 
his chips cashed he be granted the 
chance of getting his hands on Slip 
Brunnermann. And he knew he wanted 
to get his fingers at the throat of'the 
vicious hot-eyed Ed just as much, Ed, 
Curtis now knew, liked to kill as much 
as they said Brunnermann -himself did. 

Their ponies became jaded and slowed 
considerably as the night wore away. 
Coming out of a winding valley, the 
outlaws bore directly east toward the 
range country that stretched down to 
Wagon Wheel. The moon went and they 
dropped down from the higher broken 
country, passing a squatter’s place. 

On the faint wagon track going down 
the ridge, Curtis swung abreast of Vin 
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* C B> T - e latter was flipping up.another them!” Ed seat out 

£?• nMf >Sft»2i££ 

rirfhi 7 ^ he realized he had no bunch could not retaliate. Thev liad no 

right to expect any JoyAlty fro® a horse- rifles in their saddle boots. y 

''^b right/’ Ed barked, his whipped- 


thief. 


out ^olts covering the prisoner. 

Curtis realized they were heading for a can’t catch us. Rv t.b P time 


--J. they were heading for a 

little strip of desert near the edge of the 
cow country.. Twice before he had 
tracked the BrUnnerraann riders to that 
barren stretch of sand some ten miles 
across. And. always he had lost all trail 
sign there. The shifting sand didn’t re¬ 
tain hoofprfflts long. 

On each occasion he had scoured the 
country to the north and south and west 
of the stretch. On the east was nothing 
but rangeland. But he never had come 
aerpss the lobo hideout. 


“They 


can’t catch us. By the time they get 
down that bluff, we’ll be about across 
the desert, Come on.! Keep riding!” 
“AH. right, Slip,” said Black Tom. 
We’l] make ’em pay for it some other 
time, by grab!” 

Other rifle shots snapped after.them 
as they urged the cayuses on eastward 
over the desert strip. But soon the 
bullets were dropping short as the lobes 
moved beyond range. 

They'swung around the end of a big 
wind-piled dune and were out of sight 
rwiww „orv,« * ,• u u ui of tbe on the bluff top. And then 

p^HEY came to. the high, sheer bluff realization came to Smoke Curtis. 

western boundary of the Black Tonrhad called the man known 
little desert. A narrow, tortuous trail as Ed bv another name Had called him 
wfed dowto lace of the wua.^ey bSIh KhS; ThfS 

the and walk their who’d just been slain they had simply s 


ponies fSarfuJly. , . 

It was slow work, the trail switch- 
backing repeatedly. The bettpr part of 
an hour had gone when they reached the 
bottom. Then Curtis was puzzled still 


called “boss,” never referring to him a_ 
Slip or Brunnermann. It was obvious. 
He wasn’t Brunnermann, that One who 
had been shot in the back. He had just 
been a dummy for the real leader, im- 


mpre as. they pushed directly east over personating him. 
tl>e desert. The hideout-must be close Smoke Curtis recalled hoW “Ed,” 
now ‘ really Slip Brunnermann, had unosten- 


Suddenly the boss shot up from his 
saddle as- if lifted by some invisible 
hand. An animal-like screech started 
from his -pain-contorted face, then was 
cut off. Right atop it Came the pro¬ 
longed ringing spang-g of a rifle shot. 

The boss pitched slowly from the 
saddle to the sands, rolling over by a 
dwarf cactus. A red stain blossomed on 
the back of his blue silk shirt between 
the shoulder blades.’ 


they wheeled their ponies, twisting in 
the saddles. Up at the top of the bluff 
overlooking the desert were the figures 
of Holiday men. The long barrels of 
rifles gleamed faintly. 

“Spread—spread out!” bawled. Ed. 

; He dropped from his kak and ran over 
t&JtJig. map they’d called the boss. The 
bloodstain had ceased to spread. He was 
already, dead. 

“they got Charlie all right, blast 


tatiously taken control in any crisis, 
how his suggestions 1 had been readily ac¬ 
cepted as if they were orders. “Ed” was 
the real Slip Brunnermann, the cold- 
blooded killer and leader. 

Then it was that. Curtis understood 
why Slip Brunnermann had always been 
so difficult to capture, had seemed so 
impervious to bullets. When John Laws 
had wounded or downed Brunnermann 
in a gunfight, it had not really been the 
leader himself at all. It had been a sub¬ 
stitute., The insignificant-looking, shab¬ 
bily-garbed little man at the head of the 
bunch now, he with the fanatically 
bright eyes, Ed, was Slip Brunnermann. 

The sun began to spike the watery 
gray light of dawn with its rays as the 
bunch rode across the desert strip. 
Steamy ribbons of mist which floated 
over the ground began to dissipate as it 
grew hotter. The horses Were now 
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dragging themselves along, and, had to 
be constantly spurred faster. 

The riders crossed a shallow ravine 
and then plunged into the mesquite 
jungle at the eastern rim of the strip. 
For some time now. they had seen noth- 
-ing of Sam Holiday, and his bunch, 

■ ,‘w they’ll never track us down,” 

proclaimed Brunnermann cockily. His 
men agreed. 

They wound through the mesquite, 
under the gray branches. And then, 
abruptly, they were on the fringe of the 
cow country,, and Smoke Curtis was 
amazed. They had done the last thing he 
would have believed, riding right out 
onto the rangeland. He couldn’t imagine 
where, among these low hills, they could 
have a hideout. • 

They veered sharply to the left over 
a strip of trackless hardpan. Coming 
to Bittersweet Creek, they put their 
ponies in the water and proceeded to 
follow it „ downstream across the ,cow 
country.'Its banks and the: foliage along 
them masked them from the sight of any. 
riders on the open range. 

The saddle-weary sheriff recalled sudr 
denly how the Bittersweet ran right by 
the ranchh'ouse of Matt Bridger’s Box 
B.' ' 

“Mebbe they’re planning a raid,” he 
said to himself as they passed a bunch 
of two-year-olds grazing off on the right. 

But that hardly seemed probable. The 
outlaws acted as if they were going into 
the safety of their hidden camp. 

■ A FTER passing . beneath a ^rough 
il wooden bridge, the creek bowed. 
A little while later, Curtis glimpsed the 
roof of the Box B through the trees. The 
creek angled sharply a few hundred feet 
below the ranch, down back of the bunk- 
house. 

They reined up and Brunnermann re¬ 
peated a bird call a couple of times. A 
man came trotting down, beside the 
bunkhouse. Right away the sheriff knew 
there was something wrong at the Box 
B. 

The aging Matt Bridger had run the 
outfit with half a dozen cowhands, old 
timers whp’d been with him- over the 
years, typical, gnarled, bandy-legged, 
cow nurses. But the man coming down 
from the bunkhouse was none of those. 
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He was a big brute, in his mid-twenties, 
a couple of Colts in thonged-down hol¬ 
sters on his legs. Sliding, out one, he 
dropped behind a boulder and gave the 
same bird call Brunnermann had used. . 
Brunnermann echoed It. 

“That you, Slip?” the men called 
down. 

“None other!” answered the lobe 
leader; “How’re things? Is the coast 
clear?” 

“Sure, Slip. Come on in. We heard 
yuh was out of jail all right.” 

They rode up out of the creek. More 
gunmen, Brunnermann’s main bunch, 
piled from the bunkhouse, greeting him. 
One of them recognized Smoke Curtis. 

"Holy hades, Slip! Yuh brought back 
the big badge-packer with yuh!” 

“Sure,” Brunnermann said. “Figured . 
I’d return the favor and make him my 
guest for a spell.” He guffawed heartily. 

Then they were swinging past the 
corral and up before the main house, an 
old sprawling place. Curtis and his 
.two deputies were covered on all sides 
as they dismounted. Curtis had to admit 
to himself it looked like the end of the 
trail for certain now. •; 

The front door opened and Stan 
Bridger, red-faced cousin of old Matt, 
stepped out. At sight of the John Laws, 
he threw a hand to his heavy mustache, 
then glared at Brunnermann ascending 

“Are yuh crazy, Slip?” Stan Bridger 
barked. “A-bringing them John Laws 
here!” 

Brunnermann told him to stop blow¬ 
ing his skypiece, that he knew what he 
was doing. 

“But when they go away from here, 
they’ll know the set-up. There’ll be the 
devil to pay,” Stan Bridger ranted. 

“Who' said they’re going away?” 
Brunnermann moved nonchalantly in¬ 
side to the big living room. Outside, the 
ponies were already being whisked down 
to the corral. 

“But suppose a posse comes snooping 
around, Slip?” . 

“What’d make ’em suspect anything? 
We’ll throw ’em down in the dirt cellar.”. 
He jerked his chin toward the upper 
story. “How’s, the old fool—Matt?” 

Stan Bridger was still nervous as he~ 
placed a jug of-redeye oh the main table 
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of- the shabbily furnished room and ; again about the advisability of having 
called to- a man out m the kitchen to brought the lawmen there. It was then 
rustle up some grub. ' that Price leaned over, as he exhaled 

?‘©ot ornery^a couple of days back,” a cloud of smoke, and whispered faintly 
he said. “So- we didn’t give him; any to Curtis. 

grub'for forty^eight-hours. That-tamed “Wait for a sign. The lightning’s 


hip down.” * 

Brunnermann chuckled. “He’ll really 
be a sick gent if he. keeps on gitting 
cantankerous." 

• Smoke Curtis sat staring at his hands. 
He and his two deputies, the wounded 
Flowers - and Yucca Lamb, had been 
herded over to a horsehair sofa at one 
corner of the room. There was no chance 
for a break. A couple of lounging gun- 
toughs watched them. Others passed in 
and out, coming up from the bunkhouse, 
listening to Brunnermann boast about 
the escape and the gunfight with Sam 
Holiday’s pack. 

Ctirtis’ big face betrayed no feeling, 
but fresh rage churned inside him. He 
understood. Stan Bridger had sold out 
his older cousin, Matt, and-wofked hand- 
in-glove with the wily Brunnermann. 
And upstairs, Matt Bridger, supposedly 
seriously ill, was a prisoner in his own 
ranchhouse.. I 

Curtis felt more impotent than ever. 
It seemed flow that Brunnermann held 
every last ace in the deck. This rancho 
hideout had eluded his search for almost 
two years. No posse would ever so 
much as suspect the Box B of honest old 
Bible-pounding Matt Bridger was actu¬ 
ally an undercover lobo eamp. Not even 
those marshals, including the renowned 
Hellfire Sells, said to be coming in,- 
Would find them here. 

When Curtis glanced up, Vin Price, 
lounging against one end of the table, 
guns in his holsters, seemed to give him 
a guarded wink. He couldn’t be sure. 
But it didn’t make sense anyway. 

Grub was brought in—warmed-up 
meat, greasy potatoes, andTiot java that 
had a taste like burnt gunpowder.. The 
prisoners were guarded from the back 
as they ate. Curtis knew that he was 
going to make a play, try for a weapon 
and get Brunnermann—though it would 
cost him his own life—sooner or later. 
His lid-hooded eyes kept swinging 
around. 

Fortified by a second slug from the 
liquor jug* Stan Bridger started to argue 


going to jump out of the jug yet. So—” 
He broke off when the 'leering Brun¬ 
nermann cut his eyes down to the sheriff 
as he answered the worried Stan 
Bridger. v 

“I got ideas, Stan. Ideas about how 
Wagon Wheel might put up a pretty 
piece of ransom for their popular sheriff 
and his deputies,” 

“Ransom?” Bridger shook his brick- 
red face vehemently. “No good, Slip. If 
yuh let ’em go, we’d be finished.” 

Brunnermann expelled smoke from a 
cigar. “Who in blazes said anything 
about letting ’em go? I’m just talking of 
collecting the ransom. As for releasing 
’em—well, accidents can always happen. 
Fatal accidents!” He guffawed. “Now 
let me go up and g-ive my regards to old 
Matt.” 


CHAPTER VI 


A Marshal Unmasked 



SHORT while after Brun¬ 
nermann and Stan Bridger 
clumped up the stairs, 
Brunnermann’s taunting 
guffaw carried to those be¬ 
low. Then,-a few minutes 
later, there were three 
widely-spaced shots from 
off in the distance of the- 


range. 

Price was out the door and onto the 
porch right on the "heels of one of the 
gunmen. Smoke Curtis saw Price lift 
his battered sombrero off his head, 
raising it high in an awkward-seeming 
gesture. The weary, embittered sheriff 
attached no importance to the gesture 
at the moment. 

Brunnermann came leaping down the 
stairs, raced outside. Men came from 
down at the bunkhouse. 

“Just keep yore shirts on, you law¬ 
men,” Stan Bridger warned the sheriff 
and the two deputies, swinging a cocked 
gun on them. 

The men out on the porch could see 
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dragging-themselves along and, had to 
be constantly spurred faster. 

The riders crossed a shallow ravine 
and then plufiged into the mesquite 
jungle at the eastern rim of the strip. 
For some time now. they had seen noth¬ 
ing of Sam Holiday, and his bunch. 

j)w they’ll never tracV us down,” 
proclaimed Brunnermann cockily. His 
men agreed. 

They wound through the mesquite, 
under the gray branches. And then, 
abruptly, they were on the fringe of the 
cow country,, and Smoke Curtis was 
amazed. They had. done the last thing he 
would have believed, riding right out 
onto the rangeland. He couldn’t imagine 
where, among these low hills, they could 
have a hideout. 

They veered sharply to the left over 
a strip of trackless hardpan. Coming 
to Bittersweet Creek, they put their 
ponies in the water and proceeded to 
follow it,downstream across the cow 
country. Its banks and the foliage alofig 
them masked them from the sight of any. 
riders on the open range. 

The saddle-weary sheriff recalled sudr 
denly how the Bittersweet ran right by 
Hie ranchhouse of Matt Bridger’s Box 

“Mebbe they’re planning a raid,” he 
said to himself as they passed a bunch 
of two-year-olds grazing off on the right. 

But that hardly seemed probable. The 
outlaws acted as if they were going into 
the safety of their hidden camp. 

A FTER passing.beneath a ..rough 
wooden bridge, the creek bowed. 
A little while later, Curtis glimpsed the 
roof of the Box B through the trees. The 
creek angled sharply a few hundred feet. 
below the ranch, down back of the bunk- 
house. - , 

They reined up and Brunnermann re¬ 
peated a bird call a couple of times. A 
man came trotting down beside the 
bunkhouse. Right away the sheriff knew 
there was something wrong at the Box 
B. 

The aging Matt Bridger had run the 
outfit with half a dozen cowhands, old 
timers who’d been with him- over the 
years, typical, gnarled, bandy-legged, 
cow nurses. But the man coming down 
from the bunkhouse was none of those. 


He was a big brute, in his mid-twenties, 
a couple of Colts in thonged-down hol¬ 
sters on his -legs. Sliding, out one, he 
dropped behind a boulder and gave the 
same bird call Brunnermann had used. 
Brunnermann echoed it. 

“That you, Slip?” the men called 
down. 

“None other!” answered the lobo 
leader: “How’re things? Is the coast 
clear?” = . — 

“Sure, Slip. -Come on in. We heard 
yuh was out of jail all right.” 

They rode up out of the creek. More 
gunmen, Brunnermann’s main bunch, 
piled from the bunkhouse, greeting him. 
One of them recognized Smoke Curtis. 

“Holy hades, Slip! Yuh brought back 
the big badge-packer with yuh!” 

“Sure,” Brunnermann said. “Figured 
I’d return the favor and make him my 
guest for a spell.” He guffawed heartily. 

Then they were swinging past the 
corral and up before the main house, an 
old sprawling place. Curtis and his 
.two deputies were covered on all sides 
as they dismounted. Curtis had to admit 
to himself it looked like the end of the 
trail for certain now. 

The front, door opened and Stan 
Bridger, red-faced cousin of old Matt, 
stepped out. At sight of the John Laws, 
he threw a hand to his heavy mustache, 
then glared at Brunnermann ascending 
the steps. 

“Are yuh crazy. Slip?” Stan Bridger 
barked. “A-bringing them John Laws 
here!” 

Brunnermann told him to stop blow¬ 
ing his skypiece, that he knew what he 
was doing. . 

“But when they go away from here, 
they’ll know the set-up. There’ll-be the 
devil to pay,” Stan Bridger ranted. 

"Who' said they’re going away?” 
Brunnermann moved nonchalantly in¬ 
side to the big living room. Outside, the 
ponies were already being whisked down 
to the corral. 

“But suppose a posse comes snooping 
around, Slip?” 

"What’d make ’em suspect anything? 
We’ll throw 'em down in the dirt cellar.”. 
He jerked his chin toward the upper 
story. “How’s the old fool—Matt?” 

Stan Bridger was still nervous as he~ 
placed a jug of-redeye on the main table 
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the f ^ ont windows more could be seen 
thief Price skuikin up the stairsl'Sbme- swinging around to close escape from 
thing s wrong, $lip! the' front. The trio on the stairs locked 

Almogt/at once there was a sharp like trapped rats, 
piercing whistle that could be heard . And -then Price sprang over the stair 
down at the bunjkhouse. The alarm was railing as nimbly as a tree-cat and 
0 J it- . landed crouched. In another split Sec- 

Yucca said that if they could.hold the ond he had thrown himself behind the 
front and back stairs, they could- keep. end of the heavy horsehide sofa in the 
the outlaws at bay indefinitely. ' 1 corner. From there he threw down on 

“No good,” snapped Price, a frigid the buzzard firing from the kitchen door- 
note of authority in.his tone. "If they’ve 1 


got us cooped up when the posse strike., 
Brunnermanh’ll still hold the high 
cards,” 

"Posse? What posse?” Curtis won¬ 
dered. if he were dreaming. 

"Posse of U. S. Marshals, Sheriff.” 

“What?” Ciu-tis grabbed little Price 
by the. aym, “Are yuh locoed?’* 

‘‘Blafit. it, no!. They'll be here any 
minute now. Come on.” 

Price darted up the corridor toward 
the front of the house. He scurried 
around the corner into the main up¬ 
stairs hall. Then he was diving for his 
life as shots rattled out like thunderous 
explosions in the confines of the house. 
‘ Big Smoke Curtis recklessly rushed 
after Price. Two-gunslicks had cat- 
.fopted it up . the stairs, were near the 
top, crouched, A bullet put a hole in the 
sheriff’s shirt sleeve. But he never broke 
stride, triggering. 

One of his slugs knifed the front 
man’s cheek,’ making him jerk. UP with 
hammering 


lain,, his gun 


Big Smoke Curtis roared on through 
the front door, A man topping the 
porch steps teetered up on his tiptoes, 
clawed at empty air for something -to' 
keep him out of his grave, then plunged 
backward, drilled through the neck. An¬ 
other pelican fell back into the ranch- 
yard, lead in his-iside. Yucca came leap¬ 
ing down to take his stand beside his 
boss. 

The gun-slicks foil away from the 
porch in the face of that withering fire. 
Roaring epithets, fighting. like a mad¬ 
man now that at last he had a chance, 
the Wagon Wheel sheriff turned toward 
the kitchen. One man was down on all 
fours like a dog there with a piece of 
Vin Price’s lead in his brisket. Curtis' 
left forearm was ripped open, sending 
the weapon in that hand flying avfay. 
But with his other gun he got the gent 
back in the kitchen who’d done it to him. 

Cursing as he sleeved blood from the 
head-gash out of his eyes, Price jumped 


ward for the moment. Smoke Curtis 
charged flush into him like a maddened 
bull' The gent went crashing backward 
down the stairs, carrying the man be¬ 
hind with "him- 

. Vin Price came off the hall floor, blood 
leaking frorn a cut in his scalp, but his 
legs were steady. With Yucca Lamb 
hard on their heels, Curtis and Price 
started down. The fallen pair of gun- 
slicks had retreated to the porch, 

Curtis and Price, triggering, sent 
them scrambling clear of the doorway. 
Yucca bellowed as he pointed down to 
the end- of the room. . 

That whistle of Brunnermann’s had 
brought gunmen racing from the bunk- 
house and in the back door. From the 
kitchen,..directly behind the main room', 
they were pouring their fire. Through 


ceiling- from cover to throw more lead poison¬ 


ing into the kitchen. The back door was 
slammed against the wall as somebody 
beat it outside. No more shots came 
from the. kitchen. 

Curtis wheeled to the front once more.. 
Yucca was shouting and waving down 
the trail outside the ranchyard. A posse, 
marshals’ badges glittering on their 
shirts, was pounding in, already throw¬ 
ing down on the gun pack in front. Cur¬ 
tis, primed to eat fire now, found his one 
gun empty. He had thumbed in a few. 
fresh shells hurriedly before. Now he 
fumbled at the job with his injured left 
hand. 

“Smoke!” Vin Price’s sharp voice 
stabbed through the racket of guns. He, 
too, was reloading. “Down in the cor¬ 
ner-!” 

It was the door of the end room be- 
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yond the kitchen, the bedroom where 
Brunnermann had; gone. Now it was 
opened a scant few inches. A gun muzzle 
was at the crack. Behind it glittered 
Slip Brunnermann's eyes. His guffaw 
came as he realized both men had empty 


guns.. 

Curtis drew back his arm and let fly 
with his heavy .45. Brunnermann fired, 
but his aim was distracted and the bullet 
missed. The big weapon hit the door 
panel and skidded across it, catching. 
Brunnermann on the shoulder, knocking 
him off balance: . * 

Rushing at him, Smoke Curtis- 
grabbed the whisky jug from the table 
and hurtled that at the open door. It 
caught Brunnermann across the knees 
as he tried to level again. He stumbled. 
And before he could slam shut the door, 
the onrushing Curtis seized a chair and 
let go with that. It smashed the door all 
the way open. - • . 


WESTERN ' . ... 

yuh hang. So,would yore victims." 

A gun popped once down by the creek. 
It was all suddenly silent in contrast to 
the last few minutes. And in that silence 
there was the‘rattle of a spur chain from 
the top of the stairs. Stan Bridget was 
crouched up there, steadying a gun 
through the railing. When they had 
tossed him into that , room before and 
locked it, they had been too hurried to 
note that it had a second door connect¬ 
ing it with the room behind. 


B runnermann had dropped one 
gun. He stabbed down for his 
other one in its hip holster. But Smoke 
Curtis was stopping for nothing that 
day. All the pent-up fury in him was 
demanding release now. 

Grabbing a knife off a plate as he 
passed, he rounded the table and sprang. 
A sweep of his arm and Brunnermann s 
face was laid wide open under an eye, 
down across the jaw, and to the neck. 
Another plunge of the arm and the knife 
, ripped deep into Slip Brunnermann’s 
left arm that held the second gun. It 
clattered to the floor. ' 

Smoke Curtis went to work even as 
Price shouted at him to stand clear and 
let him shoot. Though one of his own 
arms was useless, Curtis lifted Brunner- 
mann off his feet and threw him against 
the wall of the main room. Dropping to 
his knees, the dazed-lobo leader plucked 
a derririger'from a coat pocket. Curtis’ 
boot swung. The kick smashed into 
Slip’s Wrist and the gun was flung away. 

-Very purposefully, Smoke Curtis 
lifted the vicious little killer, the man 
who had ordered the cold-blooded mur¬ 
der of Deputy Hanning back on the 
Wagon Wheel trail. He laid him back 
over the edge of- the table. 

“I could kill yuh, Brunnermann,” the 
sheriff panted. “But I’d rather see 


_ “All right,” he called down huskily.. 
“Yuh’re still hostages! Tell ’em to stay 
out, them John Laws. I go free, or T’H 
blast yuh!” 

“That hogleg happens to be empty,” . 
Price stated calmly. , 

Stan Bridger hesitated, unsure, eyes 
twisting down to the gun. He had pi<fe& \ 
it off the hall floor Where it had been : 
dropped by the gunman Curtis, had 
bowled down the stairs. And in that' 
split second, with a superb exhibition 9f 
raw nerve, Price whipped his gun to 
level and pulled a snap-snot. " 

He couldn’t be accurate at that speed. 
His shot hit -the handrail beside.B^idger; 

A splinter flew from it and sliced him 
over the forehead.. Stan Bridger had 
been a tinhorn, a brow-beater, and he 
lacked real nerve. He thought he was. 
really shot. ■■ 

Dropping his Colts,, he threw up his 
hands, rearing to his knees, mouthing 
that he surrendered. He did it so quick¬ 
ly he lost his balance and came sliding 
down the stairs. 

“Are yuh all right in there?” A tall 
man built like a fence-post, trailed by a 
deputy marshal, was leaping in through 
the front door. Beyond him, four-five 
of the Brunnermann gun-wolves stood 
with hands lifted under the guns of the 
posseman. 

As the lanky man came in the door¬ 
way, the still panting Smoke Curtis 
recognized him as Harry Windson, rated 
as one of the smartest U. S. Marshals 
in the Southwest. Windson looked 
around the wrecked room, smiled/ then 
strode over to Vin Price hand out¬ 
stretched. • ... ' 

“Well, Sells, you did it again, I see,” 
Windson said. 

Sells. The name rang a bell in Smoke 
Curtis’ brain. Then he almost reeled 


wjth-astonishment. The famed HeUfire 
Sells who'd been reported coming into 
the Wagon Wheel country. This so-. 
called Price was him !. 

•''■SHE loose ends had been cleaned up. 

J .Thedast Brummam man-had 

been run down and caught. Slip Brun- 
nemann himself, now handcuffed for 
a change, sat slumped in a corner, star¬ 
ing woodenly at the floor. Upstairs, 
they had located old Matt Bridger in 


THE JAIE.pteOOF OUTLAW 


33 

Sells nodded, going on in his quiet un¬ 
assuming manner. “Yes. But we weren’t 
sure of. that because the Law never did 
get’ an accurate description of the man-. 
We had a hunch he might have a substi¬ 
tute posing as.him. Besides, we wanted 
to locate his hideout so we could gmb 

the whole pack." . . ... 

He went on to relate how, up in hiS 
cell, he had fed the Brunnermann men 
the tale of the gold cache. Sells had fig¬ 
ured that perhaps they might give him 
the name of one of the bunch outside t 


—tcSewith: Then that man dbuld 
had-been -boarded Q °^„the inside He iollowed back t o the hideout. In- 
had been chained to a rmg.m the flo ^ stead> there had been the jailbreak. 
Emaciated, gasping for water,^ and <<We knew that m i ght happen, since 
weak from rep *K Brunnermann had busted put of so many 
been given some grub and put in-abed, „ gells said «g 0 we had marshals 

too-^weak to be moved. A jawbones J ^ Qn ^ trailg outside of Wagon 
would .be brought out from town tor jugt in case The outlaws took 

l eWh -and a bleatamiling * 

rilAens ha 


I ! a> is 'in' 

Sells had: explained that the govern¬ 
ment officers had been enabled to step 
into the case when Brunnermann made 
the mistake of stopping a stage carry- 


marshals picking up the trail. A couple 
of times he had even contrived to get a 
scribbled note wadded in the shell. 

Smoke' Curtis sucked in his breath as 
he appreciated now why this Hellfire 


i^ ^SmeVmail aome moK agi. Sails enjoysd such renown as a man- 

2S335^SSS&‘i» MfcPSS . ;f>«, it was just a W*** 
ing-he was Vin Price, a horsethief, was with Brunnermann ( till he ultimately 
dptintv marshal of course. readied- his hideout. Curtis ^sked, 9-nd 

“But I already had Brunnermann be- when Sells nodded curtly, he added, 
hind bars—o’r, at-least, I thought I did," ‘You knew yuh might be killed, of 
Sheriff Curtis put in, baffled. course. [Turn page] 
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Many sufferers relieve nagging backache qu'drly* 
once they discover that thd real cause of their 
trouble may be tired kidneys. ... .. 

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking the 
excess acids and waste out of the bibod. They helpj 

most people paS9 about 3 pints a day. 
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Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s. Pills, 
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“Men die every day/’ Sells answered 
without any brSvado. 

- Then Curtis’ face tightened. “But yuh 
did gun my deputy, George Flowers, 
back there last night when he might 
have escaped.” 

* Flowers had been found a little while 
ago out in the corral, shot through the 
when he tried to get himself a 
horse *-— - - 


‘Flowers was a wanted man,” Sells- 
said. “He was a deputy up in Montana 
and used to take bribes to let wanted 
men slip.through his hands.” Little wiry 
Sells shrugged. “His pulling that fool 
move—knowing too you might have been 
spot—gave me the Jbfeak Fd been look¬ 
ing foiYthe'Chahce tb-putrnyself'in with 
the- outlaws. It did. Once I: had guns 
back in. my holsteri the rest was simple.” 

The three faint shots earlier had ! been l - 
the signal of-the pos.se when they closed 


' Sells made a sheepish grihi&oe. ?t For- 
get it. ;|#luck’s good;. And ! think We’ll 
still call • the prisoner yores-, Sheriff. 
After all, yuh’ve got a murder ehdrge 
over him.” 

“Thanks,” the sheriff said. Thaf rnade 
him feel a heap better. He could - -stfll 
fifyi&H .out \v\s termwith konor. ' v 

Sells stood up and shook the sheriff’s 
hand again then. “Shucks, after all, you 
actually recaptured him yourself—walk¬ 
ing into his guns unarmed like that. We 
marshals like to have local lawmen of 
*. ' ‘ ^ “ they 


yore breed around, Curtis. Reckon they 


don’t call yuh Smoke because yuli con¬ 
sume a heap of tobacco,” 


When^SetR -had" lifted 'his hat high, 
off ouL onvt'he’ porch’ it was the signal 
to a_ distahtr Watcher with binoculars 
that he was. ready-to play-his hand; 

Smoke Curtis rose and put'out his" 
hand,- "Sellsy yotr pack more nerve than 
any man! evejr met,” he said simply but 
earnestly; r 


Smpke-Curtis glowed deep inside then, 
for _he- cpUld" feel the respect of this 
tough-piinded little gent who. was rated 
One of the greatest executors of the law 
in the ,whole. Southwest.- As Cilitis 
watched him walk to the door, he won¬ 
dered how he could ever have believed 
Sells was the meek, ,beaten horsethief 
he’d looked. - 

“And yuh’re one dariged fine hctor,” 
Curtis called grinning. 

Then he turned toward Brunnemj^nn - 
for the ride back to jail. There would 
be;np snaky bunch to snag him out of-the 
jailhpuse this time. - 



“fiiq mbjsy Way h& a fiownhful (fonfUM 
TJtan—Jbiri Q'oo $oi Some Wjuikim 
of Wbj. Own—'Shun VYlsbdkim!'' 


HAT was Walt Slade’s. response to the challenge that faced 
him when he arrived at the Caddo Lake legion. It was a 
country’of legend and tradition, a land of "hants” and fabulous monsters. And 
^its people were under the grip-of fear because of the voodooism that was 
practiced by a Satanic crew of sinister schemers! 

When the Ranger known as “El Halcon” set forth to battle the mysterious 
killers whose scary deeds terrorized this corner of Texas, he was warned to use 
silver bullets in his six-guns as his protection against devilish forces. But all 
Slade needed was quick-draw magic—and that’s wha’t he called on in the show-- 
down shoot-out. 

Colorful and breathlessly exciting from start to finish, THE LAND OB 
TRADITION, by BRADFORD SCOTT, presents Walt Slade at his fighting, 
sleuthing best. It’s the featured attraction in next month’s issue—look forward 

to it! •-.'; - /• • : .' - •' - ' - 
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-'VV -i^fAQLi:.fawws 

Clint McKay throws a gun bliiff on the town of Copper 
Bell as he stalks the killer of his lawman brother! 


(^■RHE ugly town of Copper Bell was There was the bad chance that I might 
■l oh the skyline a long ways^befoire be killed there, just as my brother Tim 
Jt the sorrel and I reached it, so there had been. I wanted to keep oh being 
was> plenty of time to give things a last alive and healthy. 

- xt, a** —*ii ~~ Of course, Tipi had^ been pretty, old 

—past thirty—but I expect he felt 


_i way about wantii 

more. Yet ther^ere- 
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h& Afps dps©, to fifty years old, but hjs 
^fi%gy^TttActe-hiro ge_em young^f..- * '* 
imtag- W'ag full -of sympathy. Mi 
^taurse, LdlflpTwapt-aPy oftha£/T tottf 


portant than living to. Tim,, 
to m^, too. % _ 

I quit mooning about .what'-mij 
happen and hurried my prone along. \ . _ .. 

heat and dust had made ni® tlTiriff jr ifjj_ If itfilfli jWni 'fm uliljr 

the big wooden windmill that the. town- a’sk.ed rhe-how pld.J- was- When 
had stuck up right in the middle of dhe : that I Was past twen'ty^one. hi-* 
main street looked good to me, and to surprised.-Fbr a whilel heVubb 


'M* 


the sorrel, too. He-broke Into* a jpffihg . SmOS^bh-shayed^ehin, 
run ip-the ’dobe outskirts. . ’;£> -,“We.' dolvnead^a-igood'-l 

TA 4 — ? nig foy ' “ 



It-wasn’t until we had both-wet-bur towP’s clapiorihg f , 
noses, he. in'.the overflowing ✓tank aifid .: it's ^danger,ous,; M I- giiess you - 
me. at the pump, that' MM- mpeh -Jpok- Aren’tyqu - the.only son yoqr 'folksih^e 
iq-g atoiifid. We had >beep-going steady _ le.ft-?: : What -d&e^ypur mother think Of 
sincf'before sunup. Now the Shadows -you cOmirig-heretH-' , - "* ~* i ‘£ 

weae getting long the other way.-; :> x-• “l ;; had~to argue considerable,” Lad- 
A-himch of e'owhands.'and-;|own.-|nen mittod. “But^a; coiia%Htedr Mr. Fretag . 
were Joafin^a^Yhfrishady^epnnWtf-h^d- JjecMSOheJpJMsyses 'that' jus§ice.is,.well, 
ing up the Meg^aiJ^d gi^jhg my-ljiy-y a kind 

use and mhfthn pnce-o-ve¥.r They -di^t ^6^KiSh»hhM¥@M^^Wear on ’the Bible 
.look host^ful ther^ip^n’t any rehspn-' and s on Milton’s £a«adiae Lost thatlftpCe 
why they hhpuld^ryet! ' - , or rftey^rige wouldn’t influence me any.’’ 

/‘Ho# ..ape^yuh,” I. said to n<Kpne of The Mayor seemed pipased at .what I'd 
thbfe 'in -pai-%.iilar ~-Where can-I find " said- Jiaybrhe-ndmired Ma’s gumptfon. 
the mayor?” -1’ - -- ; r-’* Anyhow?he s^ukit,was up to the .town 

They lookedf&fe one another a®|wiien_^ council td;deeide ; whether to hire me oT 
again at me:- -r - '’**?■-*" " note: He said-he-wauld^giye meIug,Anp-’ 

' ~ Fr.&tag?” 'Qpiipr-the port and call a meeting-right then and 

.^finally. ~~ -now.--M ~ ■■ 

- 3 pdn%iike,it ” . 'r'iWer did- all we could to find and 

clos®<S- Wh were roundihgs%> 
KauMwolP' you^*•-R'elatTon- .pMSijp' the-four-k-pigpins who had the say-so 
tejfefr gK - v *; - 1_~- — in Copper Bell. “Your brother didhh 

^Friendly acting, he had cpme„up close „ ljve long after they got him home,, did 
to me. Where I was tying my liorief '~ '~~ 

“What makes you think,-sq^’ I asked.‘tpnly an hour oLso/’ .I said, not want- 
“You look^ndV act--a^ittle- Hkl @nasJ,in^.to,i&lk about' it fc 
How don’t get -proddy.” The.. . map Ohe-bf the cou] 

mimuuf ‘Ifewo-vhnrlv - in- rinrin&'r -- ' 


^_ _ , __ ^ map; . 6 n^- 0 f the coupcilrnen kept a saddle-- 

grinned. ‘Everybody - in Copper Sell and-harness shop! -Another ran a store 
liked Tim.” , ^ _ a few doors from him. Fretag told them 

“There was someone whO: didt^t,-”'’ I _r,..what,-dvas ; ' Up. Then we called on a 
said. saloon keeper named Brandon, finally 

tste • : V- --= ■ walkmg. to. thq qdgf of; town, to get the 

m »AYOR f RS'f AC was about lo j f^thlinnh.: ^ - — 

turn' the -Corner when- k headed *' -He'Was : the'-telidr Ip Fretag’s bank, 
him off and stopped him. He was a tail This Torrey was a runty hombre with 



When I introduced- IrP^setf -h^- 
inl a-haTd.-Wai-m'baPashake, "Judiing 
ifbm ^Kis %^D3d'iPg-fPee ' 5 fid^th#«§fde- 
burns that were turning gray. I'd say- 


. - could', see sttet; heid. h$i£plg ;sr , 
ifchls'boss wastf^Ha-wasrshft all trough, 

bntH help 'Tikipgihiio.^:SllSme 

way 4>ask' he^talked «hhhti mys’blfpthpjF 
Ttouamd how.th'esMpk- hadmo.pmtSsMPii 
nbP^ithate'h’e Was^gojtei ^; £?^s*mn 

“There was no, proof, of course, but 
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the to.wft thinks that Lefty Harness or "Gents, let’s make him town mar- 
one of his friends did the shooting of shal,” he roared out. “Kid, you can belly 
Tim McKay. He ought to know about «m, ti mo to» i+r” - 


that, hadn’t he, Amos?” . 

"I reckon he had,”. Fretag nodded. 
"But in this country a man is innocent 
until he’s proven hangable.” r , i 
r'wanted to hear more, but by this 
time we were climbing the outside 
stairway that led up to the lodge hall 
where the council meetings were held. 
This was the o'nly two-story building 
in : Copper Bell, though a lot of them 
had. faise fronts, ' 

From the top 61 the steps I had a 
good view of the frame-and-’dobe town 
and the wrinkled, puckered mountains 
that hemmed it in everywhere except on 
the east. That was the way I had come, 
where'the gray slab of desert stretched 
out'to. meet the sky. 


up to my bar any time you feel like it. 

; So l was voted in. - 
Since I could pin Tim’s stair badge to 
the pocket of my old flannel shirt, Iwent 
out to where I’d left the sorrel and got 
my six-gun and cartridge belt from the 
saddle pocket. Nearly everybody in 
Copper Bell wore a gun. I wanted au¬ 
thority first—authority for anything I 
might have to do. a 

After buckling on my armament I felt 
better. There are times when your Colt 
is the best friehd you can shake hands . 
with. • ^ • 

' Sooner or later I’d have to meet a 
certain girl—the one Ma had called a 
jezebel. I’d need some brains then, not 
bullets. But first I wanted a look at 
“Lefty” Harnes. 

So I put off my visit to the Chinese 

O UR palaver in the lodge room didn’t restaurant where I would see the jeSebel, 
last very long. If Fretag and Tor ; and where Tim had been shot. After I 

• • • • • - ■ - - had got me some coffee and a sandwich 

at the hotel where I’d put up, I went 
over to Brandon’s saloon. 

It was dark by that time. The place 
was bright with mirror-backed oil 
lamps. It was pretty well crowdedwith 
customers. The faro layout wasn’t open 
yet, but stud; and draw games were 
going at several tables. 

At one of them Karnes and his friends 
were sitting. I knew them at first glance: 
The little bank teller had told me how 
they looked and all that he knew.about 
them. _ 

Brandon was behind the bar. He 
hailed me, motioning toward a drink of 
whiskey he’d poured out. But I remem¬ 
bered what Tim had told me way back. 
BeforoI did anything else, I went back 
to the washroom to see who was there. 

Many an officer had got into trouble, 
Tim had said, by neglecting that little 
precaution-. ’ • r'- 

When I came out, I didn’t go to the 
bar. I sauntered over to where Karnes 
was playing cards, arid 1 stood with my 
back to the wall, where I eoUldaee 
everybody and keep an eye ori the doors 
at-the same time. At first I attracted 
considerable attention. But soon every 
- body settled brick to doing their gam* 

• SiSS 6 ' '*#**£*& 


» UR palaver in the lodge room didn t 
las't very long. If Fretag and Tor ; 
rey hadh’t backed me so strong, I’d never 
hrive beeri appointed marshal: The store¬ 
keeper arid the saddler wanted a man 
with nipre age and experience. Bran¬ 
don', the purplWaced owner of the Spur 
Saloon, sat chewing his cigar most of 
the tittle witlfOUt saying anything, but 
looking -at me from under- his swollen 


4, S©_you’re Clint McKay and you’re 
hi?e to take Tim's job,” he growled 
after Fretag had explained things. 

.4 • "-That’s right,” I said. 

>'«*Well, I don’t care if you’re made 
marshal or not, but I want you to keep 
out of the Spur unless I call you in,” 
‘Brandon said, and for the first time I 
..caught the green flash of his eyes. 
“Savvy, do you ?” he asked. - 

.“Not yet.” 7 .' ... 

“Lefty Harnes hangs out in my place. 

1 don’t want any trouble. He’s no more 
guilty of shooting Tim. McKay than I 
am. Lefty is tough, but he’s not the 
kind to get a man from behind.” 

I said what I thought I might .to.. 
“Your saloon’s a public place, Brandon. 
Whether or no I’m appointed, I’ll go m 
arid out as I please.” , . , 

-The salpon man was so sore at first 
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Harnes. stared at me longer than*the 
others, then he went- on playing -and 1 
winning, it'tyas just a two-bit .-game 
of draw. None of the bunch seemed to 
have much money. - - 

You can learn a whole lot about a 
man by watching him play poker. 
Hames was shrewd, and bold, too. He 
was aloud talker and laugher. He liked 
the. limelight. 

Hames was a big, rough hombre mth 
a stubble of sandy whiskers on his- 
square-cut face. He wore his gun low 
on his left thigh. It Was-a fancy one 
with a carved ivory handle. 

Torrey had described the three cronies 
whq. were with him—hard customers, 
and no mistake. One of them had a, 
round, bald head and a pair of the.beadi¬ 
est eyes I’d ever seen outside a mouse¬ 
trap. Another ranny—they, called 'him 
Jake^-had the high cheekbones and 
complexion of an Indian,, along with 
yeUow hajf, and. mustache. 

'The third bne^ named Larko. d felt 
soyry for.. Eyeyy other Word he spoke 
was a nasty ope. He was tw.o or three 
yeare-younger than I, so hecouidn’thaye 
b.een as hard as he thought. He’d just 
had no upbringing. 

‘FTER-raking in another-pofof red 
and white chips. Lefty Harnes 
turned a Jittle in his chair and looked at 
me. again. “So we’ve gpt another -Mar- 
sh%l he said. . . _ 

f%4s ; ^s.aid. “You have," 

He.rolled a cigarette before picking 
Ufi^hihiOards.xJ watched while the ; piay 
went on. I’d noticed a funny thing about 
Hacnes. He had a large fleshy nose. 
Whenever he was bluffing on poor cards 
that nose of his would start sweating. 
Every time. 

I decided , that Harnes wasn’t the man 
who-had killed my brother. He was one 
of those mouthy braggarts that would 
kilt a lawman*.all right, and glory in it" 
if Re could outdraw him and sKopt first. 
But he wouldn't shoot anyone in the 
back. His pards seemed to be gunmen 
of-the same stripe. : r . 

3Phe.reas0n : why- so many CopgegBejfe 
people thought; that Harn.es-’ mighty bo;, 
gaily was > because of . the run-in that... 
hffeiiadwwith the night 

Tim s murder There had been an.Srgu*- 
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ment right In this saloon.,: There had 
been no pistol - play, but Harnes had- 
donenome cussing and threatemn|r. 

Hames and his friends Were new¬ 
comers. They had been in town for just 
a few weeks. Nobody knew what they- 
were up to. 

I was getting on Harnes’ nerves- All 
at once he jumped out of his chair and 
whirled on me, his face all twisted. 

“You’re a McKay, -all right, kid. 
Darned if you’re not riding a closer 
herd on me t,han the other one did; 
Something happened to him!” 

The buzz of talk and the rattle of 
chips had all. gone quiet. 

“Just what did happen to him?” I, 
asked. ' ' ' ‘ 

The words were shouting lbud inside 
of me, but they came out in almost .a 
whisper. 

“Are you accusin’ me of killin’ Mc¬ 
Kay?” Harnes yelled, forgetting maybe 
that he’d practically accused himsCl;f. T 

He-was trying to bait me into drawing - 
my .gun, but I -wasn’t mad oirscared 
enough for that. I just kept one eye on 
the little wrinkled folds of his'shir? at~ r 
his left armpit, knowing that they’d 
telegraph any gun-move Harnes marie. - 
It was another of Tim’s lessons. At the 
same tjme 1 watched Larko, Jake, and 
the heady-eyed one. 

“No, Harnes, I don’t think yo.u^^j 
my brother,” I said. “But you know who 
did. And why.” 

As I walked out of the Spur, there 
were little beads of sweat standing out 
on Lefty Harnes’ big nose. 

The next morning I made my -c&ll at,. 
Lin Fat’s Joss Restaurant. It was.. a* 
ramshackle little frame building, paint- • 
ed green, with a vacant lot on each side 
of it. To get in, you had to olimbihaif 
a dozen steps to a sort of porch and 
then go around to the side to thp 
entrance.. 

I paid particular attention to the door.. 
It was solid pine, had a white china. 
knob, and the warping ; had made it $0 
tight-fitting that it couldn’t be opened 
without; considerable noise. I webt jfb: 
closing if behind me. 
rThe^jezebel was -fhere, behind the 
cp,unterj; .whi 9 L was apposite the door - 
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There was nobody else in the jOQm, me, Wouldn’t he, to keep me from talk- 
but from behind a partition'that walled- irig?” 

off the kitchen came the noise of a pan ' “He wouldn’t if you were in cahoots 
being; scraped. ~ " with him,” I said. “Whose picture.do 

, - - - you carry in that locket?” 

npHE instant I saw her I knew that The girl got pretty white. I knew 
-» eh'e wa's guilty Of something. A-good right then that I’d come too fast and 
deal younger than I expected, she 'was too far. I apologized to her and went 
on the small side. Everything about her back to the kitchen to talk to Mr. Lin 
was small except her eyes. TheyWere Fat. I had to squeeze through 


dark like' her hair, beautiful, and 
lohglashed as a Mexican’s. . 

- At, first r I didn’t notice much else 
about her except that she was wearing a 
fluffy, blue dress with a white apron 
over it. There was a large gilt locket 
—the kind you put pictures in—on a 
chain around her neck. She wasn’t Wear¬ 
ing any other jewelry. I noticed her 
hands were smooth, fingers graceful; 
--Herface wasn’t painted. *1 don’t know 
if I expected it, to be or not. I hadn’t 
met up with many jezebels.' 

"You’re Sarah Foley, aren’t you, 
Miss?” - 

.She was trembling. I thought she 
was going to run. I could see her throat 


opening, to get there. 

The Chinaman was his own cook-and- 
bottle-washer, a skinny old man of may¬ 
be seventy, who could talk only a kind of 
pidgin English. What. I could savvy of 
hi$ testimony agreed with what his 
waitress had said. "So I went back to 
have more palaver with her. It was 
easier. ' 

"From what I've heard, Miss Sarah, 
my brother spent a lot of his time in' 
here. He wasn’t the kind to loaf on his 
job. Why did he come here so much?” 

She didn't have an answer to that 
one. When I asked her the names of 
the more regular customers of the res¬ 
taurant, the only one I recognized was 
Tdrrey, the teller. The bank was right 
in at least 


quiver before she'spoke. ____ 

"'“Yes and you’re Clint McKay, Tim’s across the street. He came A 
brofijerv” • /. once every day for a bite, ~ 

‘‘That’s so." *‘I)o you know Lefty Hamee and the 

I perched myself on the. end stool, three hombres he goes around with?” 
the one right across from the dtoor and I wanted to know. 


next to the window that looked out into 
the main street. - 

Then I' shot a question. "Wasn't it 
right here that he was sitting when he 
was shot,;Miss Foley?” 


"Just by sight. They haven't come 
in here.” . : . 

I knew positively that Tim hadn’t 
been in love with this giri. He was dying 
when they got him home. He knew it, 


“Just about there. Be was the only but he insisted on being brought to us. 
customer*, I had gone into the kitchen. I Most of the time he was Unconscious or 
heardjhe loud sound of the shot. ;When out of his head from the pain of that 
I ru’shed- out again, Tim—Mr. McKay, I terrible ^wound in the spine. He called 
mean—was on the floor,' and theroom for me toward the last and said he 
wag- full of Smoke.” wanted to tell me about Sarah Foley. It 

, 4- Looked atjhe door again. The killer was important. 


had-opened it to shoot. He- certainly 
hadn’t fired through the door. Since the 
dopngWungaway from and not toward 


kitchen;- he wouldn’t have been hid¬ 
den -from anyone who happened to be 
looking from that direction. 


“Is she your girl, Tim?” I asked him. 
"No* no, not that at all,” he said. “I 
want you to go and see her, Clint—” 
Before he could tell me why or any- 
" for the last 


thing more, he < 


l off i 


“You saw who did it, Miss Foley. You 

recognized the murderer.” ¥ WAS still sitting in the-Joss, fool- 

I was play-ing a hunch. M ing with the cup of coffee that Miss 

‘’That’s not true.” Her black eyes Foley had brought me and trying to 
snapped. “And the murderer was sure I figure things out,.when IsawTorrey 
-didPt §ee him. JEfe-would have-killed coming across the street. It Was lunch- 
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4s®e..:JHe took tlm stool next ^mu .and 
ordered beef stew, talking very friendly 
-until it was--brought: 

‘3Find- out,- anything, Glint?” - 

“Not much yet. .But whoever did the 
killing that night was probably recog¬ 
nized by my brother. The door. you see, 
makes a lot of noise in opening. If he 
was anything, Tim was careful. I think 
-he heard-*the door open and looked 
around to see who it was. Then,, because 
he knew and trusted the man, turned to 
the counter again." - . - 

r The jaw of the runty teller-'was-sag¬ 
ging.- He. was sure '.surprised,S I, knew 
W-hath'e-wasgoin-g tosay. . 

"If Tim knew who shot him, why 
didn’t he say so?” 

I had to say I didn’t know. My hunch 
sounded loco. Maybe it was all wrong. 
r • Miss -Foley came from the kitchen 
•with Torrey's stew, and' I rose' to go. 

'Tofrey motioned me back a minute,?'- 
• -“Thought I’d better tell you, Glint, 

$hat I was- talking to Brandon- and-the 
harness man this .morning,-’-ha' said, 
embarrassed,. “They seem to think ypu 
ought to.pjt in mere time at your job 
otepnt?rolin^fehe town instead ot digging 
Up what’s past. Just- thought-I.’d warn 


duty. It was usually-past midnigld^be- 
:fdrej turned in; I -was always back on 
the street- before the stores had opened 
for the day. - - 

“You’ll get even less sleep on Rafter 
JX paydays,” Brandon told~me one day 
at, -the bar of the Spur. “The saloons 
keep open all night at those times, 
■town does a roarin’ big-, husi- 


“Thanks, v I .said. “I’ll try -4o~kee'P 
in niind what I’m being paid for; 1 ’ 

I,'.went out of the restaurant I 
caught the look that Sarah Fo’lgygave 
me. Hosy is a r man to describe anything 
.All .1 can ^iy- is that ^ $ent 
spcdtish- kind of pain into ilge^hai 
bounced^around- in my chest and hnajly 
settled in-onemehing lump;. Atithe 
time, 1 was disgusted—mad at myself 
and at her.' -* 

Tim had been quite a- man ipr the 
girls. He’d liked them, Weli> 
ferent. - 


The Rafter JX was the largest ranch 
around there. It was the only really big 
cattle outfit at that end of Apache boun¬ 
ty. The next pay time, I learned, would 
fall on Thursday. • 

-It came around,, and -the town - was 
crowded with men and horses'. That 
night I didn’t hit the shucks until ^day¬ 
light, I had no real , trouble. The fifty- 
odd Rafter punchers and , wranglers 
made things, lively for a white. ’The 
fafich: paid off in hard cash. . ^ 5 
Copper Bell was as quiet and as lazy 
as .usual when I carhe out of the hotel 
Friday morning. 

'After, stopping-to talk to Mr. Fretag, 
who was on Ms way to the bank;:-I 
dropped in at the Spu-r for a look around. 
v -I : hpdn { t jeen lUefty Harnes’ bunch the 
night before, but they were at t;he.bar 
this morning, drinkipg salted small 
beers.- • 

The-d^y was already hot, and. it prom¬ 
ised th:i>e-^scorcher. ; > - 

“How's the kid marshal?” Brandon 
©alledrfwm behind the counter, mighty 
genial --t G-iye- the kid. a*-drink, Joej'-t-he 
told his bartender. . .. 


. I set. my teeth together xandi-:vhwed 
fftat-mo; blackd; ranged:-.-pair. .of sloe^eyes 
wds* going to make a .fool, out-ofemes 
<^1, settled-^down to- my ; job.,ofspj i i ! i#ng 
Gapppr-Bell tfese ng^t few jthad 
no especial trouble. There was a ru kus 
or two between cowhands who'd had too 
many ighijkies. sA^H®ofl&er hag-#) :<fe 
m th^e casescis to keep.Msjh;ead 
.jRifh both Sides .of the argur 
maybe buy*m:oFe. whisk-ies. * • 
4 ? ®he'worst- s pjyr ; t of it werelny j 


Fr figured the beer: would be as*sour 
as thd: looks Harnes was giving, me^so 
I -declined 5 with thanks and' weM:-out, 
The Red 5 Star livery barn was -neanby. 
I looked .in there to make sure-that'-my 
sorrel was getting the right k-ittd of 
care. Main Street again, and something 
led-.me toward the Joss restaurant. 


■/OR reason’s, I’d been staying away 

M’.fr-- : ” *" - ' - - 


_ from there. I-didn't want any more ' 

Jezebel-Megs tried Out-ori me. -Ma 
warned me plenty; -But I figured-Oh 
going 4b_eEe now, I wanted to prove ■ to 
myself that the ;£ifj s s: eyes: wPuldMt 
bother me like they-had thM-other Time 
’ -.had- turned T them- oil me. '• 

, *to?.enough; ;they- didMt. All Ihad=to 
do.;was/keep my hat pulled, dowma-jMI 
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over my face. I took the,front stool looked into the street, 
ag&in. ;: : ' There was a good view of the bund¬ 

l'd hardly sat down when I discovered ings opposite—the Gary and Lopez 
--something T hadn’t seen before. Ift the buk' * .. 


corner at the end. of the -counter and 
behind it in a sort, of niche was a .30-30 
carbine. Even if the-initials'hadn’t been 
scratched on the stock, I would have 
recognized Tim’s old saddle-rifle,: 

* “I forgot to tell, you about that, Mr! 
McKay,” Sarah said when she noticed 
me looking at it. 7 ^ . 

“What’s-it doing here ?” 


Jher shop, Smith’s Hardware, the 


stage station, and the Miners and Stock¬ 
men Bank. .. ' . 

Of course, it was the bank that Tim 
had been interested in. Why had it taken 
hie so long to'guess it? I Had been mule 
stupid. 

• All was calm in the mid-morning heat. 
An old Mexican was driving a still older 
burro along with a topheavy load of 


k something abouta hunting mesquite wood. Brandon came*along the 
trip, apd ne asked if it would be in the shady side, carrying a heavy canvas 
.. . „ sack. The Spur receipts of the day be- 

WelUP might as well let it stay for fore, I guessed. He went into the bank. 

L sai 4. “twja* on the way out Not much else was .stirring, but I had 
j u tbe feelin 3 that something soon would 
n? ge r ^Hecause,;ba jroite be. The ranch payday had brought extra 

* could feel-one .of her money into.Copper Bell. If deviltry was 
wafn'f « > eglnnil? ,f /^hda 1 planned, the time could never be riper, 

litw* a cow ^ rd » I wasnt fqolhardy, I went around the end of the counter 
and picked up Tim’s old carbine, want- 

Ififr fn 'melrA nnxtn,'«. * 1_ j 


So-I started toward the end of the 
street; thinking a little more clearly at 
every step I took. When I reached a 
plaee.where the !dobe houses were thin- 
nmg out in the sagebrush, the answer 
to all these puzzles-flashed, through my 
mmd.all.of a sudden. 

I.was;s.ure f'knew why Tim had spent 
so much- time at the Joss, and why he 
had "Cached .that .30-30 there. 

dMh’t feke me long to get back 
there. Only this time I went through 


ing to make certain it was loaded. 

The tipsiest of the cow-punchers saw 
me and laughed like a coyote,^ stamp¬ 
ing his. boots as if he had mice in them. 
Sarah had brought the pair of waddies 
then; bowls of meat and grass, and they 
had begun to wolf it-down. 

, . “Hol^ your hats, the tin star’s armin’ 
hissejf for bear!” one -puncher yelped, 
hiS grin looking as if he’d, been hit in 
the face with a double-bit px.r 

“rWfll! 'Wl'its* U in i'4- M 




Stinks of meat' ip it.: Chop suey, ^ cnamnei. 


I reekop:,' He yelled as if he’d burned 
himself.' - • • 

“Bueno; Fat It’s all right. I want to ' 

Vget thrpugh ^0 the frofat^” : - 

- T-'left him jabbering as I wriggled 
through the .partition into the dining 
room. -• '••• ' ' 

"I’m back, Miss Foley,” I said. . 

,1 didn’t look at her. There was too 

muai else to think about just then. Be- At first, it seemed as if the street in I 
Vi?* 7 c0 ^} an . ds J ere sitting front of the Joss was full of horses and 
W " y d °r, •♦5* ^ Unter ; shooting riders. There were really only 
i- 0 th of them .were a little tipsy-, -1 four, but they were Durnoselv raising a 
thought. The way they were grinning at hullabaloo to throw* a P S care toto the 
kll i£ ° f ?*5 d at ^ e i r ‘ 1 town, throwing lead at anyone, who 


TT HERE was a loud bang outside that 
- rattled the. window. Then a lot of 
other hard-slamming reports. I never 
saw two cowboys move so fast. Chop 
suey flew everywhere. I never did savvy 
how they got through to the kitchen 
without tearing down the partition. The 
pair was never seen again in Copper 
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“Clint ! Don’t go out there, ; Glint!:”- 
-Sarah ha# me-by one arm. Before I 
pulled- away, her little face and dark 
e^es were close .to -mine—not' that I 
minded, now. - • 

“I’ve got to go. I want to.” 

And I went fast, telling her to get 
back into the kitchen.. I think I said-- for 
her to “get 'the devil back there.” Any¬ 
way, I ran out around the Joss porch 
and down, the steps just as the .riders 
reared thei-r horses, to a stop in front of 
the Miners .and Stockmen Bank. - 

They weren’t masked, but I’d have 
known the Lefty Harnes bunch even if 
they were. Jake and youfag La-rko were 
out of the saddles a second -behind 
Har-nes. 

The three of them, guns in their 
hands, rushed into the bank. The, other 
desperado - he was the one with the 
rat eyes and bald head—stayed aboard - 
his oayuse outside, firing up and down 
the street with two six-guns. They all 
were working fast and had everything 
perfiectly’.timed. 

When Baldy saw me coming, he "was 
some--surprised. Probably they’d been 
watching, and -they had me at the other 
end of town,-thanks to my using : the 
Joss back door. Until I popped out, he’d 
been shooting at Brandon. 

I’d been* wrong -in suspecting the sa¬ 
loonkeeper:. He. was the only citizen 
with gumption enough to fight. He- wa.s 
in front of the Spur now, gun blazing 
away, but he was so wild that he came 
nea-fei hitting; me than Baldy. 

At thirty paces with a carbine I 
'"■couldn’t have been wild. My first shot 
accounted for Baldy just as he threw 
down on me. He bounced into the ditch 
under the hitchrack. Of course, his and 
the other horses broke., then, running 
every which way. I was nearly trampled. 

■The bandits had worked fast and were 
coming out of the bank. Only two of 
them, though. Harnes and, the hombre 
named Jake had bank currency sacks. 
As soon-as. they glimpsed me, they cut 
loose with plenty. t . ; > . • • -• - ■• 

I expect Harnes’ node was sweating 
some; I dropped Jake, cutting him 
through* the- chest just- a tinkle before 
hioivpistoKshot smashed my ,..30*30 mi 
knocked; it out of my hands. . 

Harnes must have thought he, had 


then, Me yelled something about “you 
blasted McKays.” But before he could 
work-the trigger finger of that-left, hand 
of his, I yanked my own Colt and shot 
him, 

Brandon came running up, and we 
both hurried into the bank. 

Mr. Pretag was all right, except that 
he acted dazed. But poor Mr. Torrey 
was stretched out dead by the big, open 
safe, He had gone out- bravely, and he. 
had taken someone with him. Crumpled 
up beside him was young Larko, quiver¬ 
ing and drawing his last breaths. I 
wasn’t very sorry for him, I guess, 

“You’ve saved the bank, McKay,” 
Fretag said when he was able to speak. 
His face was ivory pale and Set in deep 
lines. “They’d have cleaned us out of . 
everything.” 

“And the whole town would have gone 
bust along with the bank,” Brandon 
pointed out, “They pretty near got away 
with it. Let’s all go get a drink. This 
mess is getting me.” 

F-. COURSE, there was a lot of ex- 
citement in Copper Bell. During 
the gunfight you’d have thought there- 
was no -population at all, but now Main • 
Street swarmed with people. By the 
time the inquests and all the formalities 
were over, it was after dark. It wasn’t 
until then that things -began to . quiet 
down. It must have been after ten' 
that night before I went back to the Joss 
restaurant. 

Sarah Foley didn’t have much to say 
to me. I didn’t to her, either. As usudlv- 
we had the place to ourselves. Anyone 
less thrifty than a Chinaman would 
have gone broke in that place, pronto,. . 

I .took the first stool, same as always^ 
rolled me a cigarette, and ordered coffee." 
After swallowing some of it, I felt better, 
and. stopped shaking inside. 

“Can’t I bring you something else, Mr; 
McKay?” 

I stirred up my coffee again, watching 
the spoon pretty careful. It was restful, 
being here. Before that day I’d never 
fired a gun at anybody, so what I'd had 
.to do wasn’t any fun to think about. 

“Will;you call me Clint?” I said. “Fd- 
like it better," 

“So. would I,” she told me, smiling/ 

The lamp was on the counter beside 


dargd a^oh^Mo^ 

up my mind. The gilt heart loeketffhe 
wore was moving with her.jreathlir# 
and I reached out with my left hand' for. 
the chain, kind of rough. 

“You’ve got" td tell me - now, Sarah: 
Whose picture is in that locket-?” . 

Turning white, §he pulled away.frorn ' 
me, and the locket came urifaSfehed-ahd 
dropped into my hand. Just then, be- 
hind me.-I heard the rattle of the knob 
and 7 the creaking of the-opening door, 

1 whirled on my stool; When-I saw 
who was corning in, I turned toward. 

again" Only fon a second!.. Her 
hapds' went -up. before her face, and she - 

I re ached fast for my gun as my body 
sp*®ne:d^a*&undand'wenthideways''off 
the faltmfssfbol. No time to draw. At- 
the^short: range I didn’t have to. L fired 
through my holster, -and I didn’t miss- 

Fretag dMpped Ms-revolver; sagged 
^low^atithe ^nd@S, an&went down like a 
' chopped^ free. He groaned once; When 
I- befit OVei^Mm, he wasn’t breathing. 
Hiai opehed eyes- were like dull glass. 
TMs: timeB knew for sure 1 I’d got’ the 
man that killei^my brother. 

I' went outside for a minute and 
looked over the horse.that Fretag had 
tied in frohi. "" 

down with 

.bulged with ... 

After the long-planned fake. 
had-failed, the .prOs£d:ent*.ote ; tlie 
and Stockmen had fteen forced to ©j 
out the safe himself,:®tn^?th©u^&| 
had meant leaving: tgwn afld'T'br-an' 
himself guilty. Were' had 
ages probably for 4<iongJ' 
had ? to cover up soMehpw. . v - 
x The mistake^hgm^ 

'to "get revei^e.'»pft-m.e.' -.M[a^could ,haM^ 
told him thagiigltice istal^^e..lavi^that' 
it doesn’t pn-y-tO monkey with. ' : . . 


oo^npig^afned on jaerand- I Was 
w fien I jingled .ihy_. spurs 

back into the restaurant. I rememBered 
_;go^r^.^emofflliered something strange in 
Sarah’s look*and her cry' when she saw 
that killer coming in. 

17 - “Sarah,” I demanded, when I had sent 
;the*exeite<£ old Chinaman 6ajk to his 
kitchen again, “what was Fretag to . 
you?” 

After a little silence, she said, "He 
was my father." 

While I stood dumbfounded, she said 
that her mother had divorced Fretag 
.when Sarah was a baby, and then her 
mother had remarried, taking Sarah to 
live with her stepfather. Sarah never 
learned that Fretag was her rgal father 
until -her mother died. 

All Fretag had ever done for her was 
to get her that restaurant job. Hardly 
anyone in Copper Bell knew of the rela¬ 
tionship. . 

“But Tim knew it, didn’t he ?” I asked. 
“Tim was always the perfect gentleman. 
And-he knew who shot him.” 

“But I didn’t, Clint! I never guessed 
it!” • 

I. poked the tears from her cheek W-ith 
my forefinger, and theft I remembered 
that I still held that, gilt locket in my 
hand: 'in the light of the lamp, which 
stitMiad 4 blue halo of smoke’around it, 

’ i;p»a.5«the locket open and stared at 
iOtograph inside. * i 

'It’&a^ieture of me!” I said. 

■ * “Tinrgaveit to me,” Sarah whispered, 
■and all I could s.ee- of her eyes how were 
-their- daf-k lashes. “He was always talk¬ 
ing of -yau. T got interested. I guess he 
■ was kind of a matchmaker.” 
t. ' :And-he panted me to.oom.e-to Copper 
: Bel}- aftd work things out for 'myself. I 
guess I dfd, Sarah,” I laughed as I 
reached-no t for her-. “We’re, going to 
- take a thip tomorrow, I want Math see 
her <t®Ugnifer4n-lawrt'he jezebel.”. ■ - 


-Word had Q^rie'thatof the North rode i 
ghaoged'ancl mysterious B3qn§reHr.e3dy to take the- vengeance 
trail with', flaming^ gugerih^MBRE FROM BOOTH ILL, a 
complete ackiop^ riove|et by T. FDRD--oo_e- • ©f 
the many.quiGk^ngger yams coming next month! 


FOR SACATON 


> By Chuck martin 

Jim Marshal takes some plumb tough treatment in a wild 
gun-roarin' town, but when he becomes the peace officer 
he proves he can dish out plenty of wbe for lawbreakers! 


CHAPTER I 

The Joker . 

I'M MARSHAL knew that, the 
' victim didn’t have a chance when 

the old prospector called for - 
showdown' A sack of gold nuggets was 
- in the pot, with the hard money and cur¬ 
rency i The nuggets belonged to Desert 
Findlay who had made a strike in the 
bleak Nevada hills. The money had. bednK 
bet by Cray Hinton who owned the’ 
Gold Dust Saloon. 

“Three thousand in the pot, Desert,” 
Hinton said quietly. “What you hold- 


he knew all the signs. He had arrived in 
Sacaton that very , morning from high 
Arizona, but Sacaton Was a lot like 
Tombstone. Old Desert Findlay was in 
the mercy seat With a killer on each 
side, and one in front of him, and Find¬ 
lay had drunk most of the whisky from 
the quart bottle on the table. • . .. 

“There’s plenty more where that dust 
came frdm,” the old miner boasted 
loudly. “To the Ladies, God bless ’em. 
I’ve got four of the same!” 

The two players on each side o 
lay threw their hands in the i 
with murmurs of disgust. The t 
was Sudden Tracy; his smaller © 
panion was Shorty Benson. Both 
on Cray Hinton’s payroll, and the I 
of Sacaton paid high wages. 
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“It ain’t enough, Desert,” Hinton sai d. Jim Marshal shrugged his wide Shoul- 
with a little'- SWle which twit.ched^he ders and then relaxed. He had tried to 
small black- mustache oh hisfeng upper.. play cards in a game in which he had 
lip. ' . -v . : - • . •' ~ bought no chips, and Marshal knew that 

"Hour Queehsris enough,” Findlay m- he didn’t -have openers. Not with three 
torted triumphantly, and his-lef.t hand . fast guns against him, and two of them 
darted towai% the pot. “I discarded a holding the drop. - ' , 

King and ah Ace!” . > . Shorty Benson swaggered forward. 

He made his spread face-up with his Everything about the stocky killer sug- 
right hand, to show four Queens; his left gested a ruthless arrogance, and the 
circled the pot and started to draw it. tips of his stubby fingers rip-rapped 
toward him. A flash of silver twinkled across the handles of his twin guns as he 
under the yellow light, and a keen-bladed came right up. to Marshal. . 

knife pinged into the table top an inch. “Make a pass you.salty long-horni 
from the old prospector’s left wrist. . he dared the waiting cowboy. Yuh re a 
“The boss says four Queens ain’t. stranger here in Sacaton, but now I 
enough!” Shorty-Benson warned,in a-reckon you Mow whos boss! . - .... 
low grating voice, and he lowered the You ain t ! Marshal answered, gnm- 
hand that had thrown the knife, / hr.,"You^re just a heel-dog; Cray Hra- 

Desert Findlay stopped his left hand, tons.the boss!’ , 
but his right slapped down.for the old- “Heel-dog, am I?” Benson repeated 
.44 Colt in his w.om holster. Cray ; Him angrily, but a word from Hinton stopped 
ton stared until the muzzle was slipping the hand that was dipping for a gun. 
over the lip of the scabbard. Then the “Hold it', Shorty!” 
gambler’s, right hand came up from his . Shorty Benson scowled but stopped 
hip with the speed of a striking scor- his hand. Then he reached out and lifted 
nion. ' ' the ,.45 Colt from Marshal’s holster. He 

■ v - stepped back with the captured gun in 

*?LAMH and thunder belched from his hand, and Cray Hinton took it up 
W Hinton’S hand while Desert. rFin.d- from there. t A 

lay was* thumbing back the hammer' of “I shot -that old desert rat m #f-■ 

his old Frontier model Colt. The old defense,” Hinton, stated loudly. You 
prospector’- gasped and fell backward saw the'whole play. I was watching you 
with his six-shooter- spil}jn.g; firom . his in that mirfbr yonder! - 

hand. He slid-to the floor, and the heels- Jim Marshal was stubborn. He had 
of his rusty boots -rattled a WeBsage , se en tW’whole play as the gambler had 
through the swirling gun-smoke. said. Desert Findlay had «one first tpr 

Jim Marshal left -the'bar and took two his gun,, btit Cray Hinton already nan 
quick steps toward the greepjtQpped drawn h 1 - 

tlI n rtlonninm vicrViii’ feftTld 


__ _ _"OWp yr^pon and had 

table. Hte slapping!right hand froze dn -holding it in his right hand. - • 

hts gumbul whem a.thin waspy voice “That game yonder/’ Marshal #ad 
his gun DUUwnen. i H v ___.v q ui e tly;andit was evident that he was 

4 • - I--.-. Ui — “Findlay d-is- 


Harshal settled his _ . . 

both hands slowly. Sudden Tracy was 
speaking from behind a cocked Peace- 

• -r Wwvofcri svfes of. 


cut the smokf air like a rasp. ' „ 

-* ■“"* ' - his four Queens high - nr any ! 

game!.” : ' - - ! , •• 

§111 "• 



^Re^to^.hijrhch khn 

Th ldding,l>oot 9 battered his ribs 
tije-^Jokef. ; ° $M ’ ?f^.s^5j. .to:the sawdust, apd; he felt 

™* S , Wke petty as he hun* 

wmwrn?S$ rh &*m - injgfoorK 'The lights went out«0*r$et£ 
. »> »- , l V M* Marshal, and he did 'hot know 

>* -M^rsss^L that. Cray Hinton had followed bub* into 

the street -*■ 

- - ' Hinton stalked up to his unconscious 

- 1 d, .Marshal £g&wered foe like a dog on Jhe fight. His black 

, eye ? were blari H8» a . n d his polished right 


v «te§g$L_. ___„._. 

ag^in&IIa^^t, dn^thihri you hadhhn 
between a- cfdsshre; yc*0- dna yoyr hired 

mg jmmP - .* . ' 

„“X’iP7.gh "even six feet, apd J weigh; 
Qjfeg&flg fcl' the gambler- answered 
wwheijt jMihihg-his. resonhnf voice. “I 
KiWe eSefcy Jpan a chajftce fobhis'niofiey.- 
I’m going to-give you one !” •• 

jgrked erect when- a 
biajojnj^apdle^fell apd’ struck-*the toe .of 
rnght boot. A crippled bid saloon 
' l#j behiiid Marshal, mut- 
and fumbled for,-: the' 



Hinton.!” he whimpered 


toojc a step forward 
it. boot lashed-^)i|te;4t 
ig swamper in the seat 
its, and hurled the eld- 
ist in front of-the bar.' 


boot went back to.kick the defeated man 
in the head. But' that killer boot never 
found its mark. 

A blurring tangle of crooked arms and 
legs in filthy clothes hurtled through 
the swinging doors as old Sip- B.e'dloe 
made his senseless charge. The^aJld 
swamper tackled Hinton above : the 
i knees, apd the two lulled in thCahk-je- 
thiek dust with the gambler underneath. 

Hinton kicked savagely and freed him-' 
self from the little old bum’s grip. His 
hand whipped_down to his holster-as he 
came to his-knees, but a stern-voice 
stopped that hand before the gun had 
cleared leather. 

“Don’t draw, Hinton! You're cov¬ 
ered.!’’ - • . ; 

Cray Hinton came to his feet to face 
a tall stocky man who was dressed in 
somber black. Sam Brady owned the 
hot§l and livery, stable,' and Brady was 


_With you later, Sin!” Hjn- thedustice of the Peace. 

tojaspmjfeil Quietly, but his voice held /‘.This saddle-tramp asked for trou- 
a^-mgnacC^i -:'- '' , ble,” the gambler said savagely, and now 

held his-anger in with the calmness was absent in his voice and 
““ ' Jeep -voice wns thigk manner. 


when he gfewledrat Cray Hinton. 

4 ‘YoXfg-'gojp^.-J(i. ruri, out of old .men 

wegds : brought the light¬ 
ning d.own upon him. Without warning, 

Gray Hinton stepped in and jabbed with 
hi§-left fist. The blow struck Marshal on 
the'-right cheek, and’ the gambler foh 
lowed up with -a ;-right ©ross- which 
crashed against Marshals. Jaw like the 
handle .of a loaded bullWhip. - 

-^plpded .across Marshal'.?.’ 
b||in^te4ggged^Qr^rJi^ar^ 

"^Jsi^s^y^fdb^sss’^drpss Uis ' prof 


Tf he was looking for trouble, lopks 
like he found it,” Sam Brady answered 
dryly. “That don’t give you any call to 
kick him to death when he’s down with 
his head under him, and the same goes , 
for old Sin Bedloe. Who got killed this 
time?” 

“I reckon you’re what law there is - 
unfiTelection,” Hinton answered grudg¬ 
ingly, .“Desert Findlay drew on me, and 
I: had to r-ub him out!” 

“Ybu’ve got witnesses?” the judge 
aske ffi- but h.e#Jready .knew the answer? 

' Togeh,ji£:thgm!” : Hinton answered 
My. ‘“Iifcluding this saddle-tramp 
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wficiJs J'ukt rousing round!” ■ "You can mebbe pay me back,” the old 

"You: beat Him nearly to death, and swamper said dryly. “Cray Hinton beat 
you put the boots to him,” Sain Brady you half to death, but the Judge stopped 
‘ gly. “I don’t know the stran- him from finishing you off with his 


you put the boots to him, Sam Bradj 
said acc.usingly. “I don’t know the stran¬ 
ger, but I'd say he will do something 
about it all. Now you get inside before 

J ___IHaM 


ail. 1YOW you get jiisiue- MeAyx^ 
. you. under Srrest. Tell those 

helpers of yours to holster their hard¬ 
ware, or I’ll let you have it first,” 

“Stay out of this!” Hinton ordered 
Benson and Tracy, and then he walked 
ba# into the saloon. - 



him from finishing you off with his 
boots. Get a brace on yoreself now. Mar¬ 
shal. The Judge wants to see you,” . 

Jim Marshal shrugged and followed 
Bedloe along the false fronted buildings. 
He Was a stranger in town, had dis¬ 
turbed the peace, and they'd fine him 
whatever he had in his pockets. Then 
he was standing before the bench jn 
Judge Brady’s court room. Brady Whs 
looking Mm over carefully, and after the 
mauling he had taken at the hands of 
Hinton, Jim Marshal knew that he, 
wasn’t much to look at. 

“You're -Jim Marshal from over 
Tombstone way,” Brady stated bluntly, 
from his dirty clothing: His > “That was your bay hoss branded wdh 
weazened face was partly ^ John Slaughters Long Kail iron .1 saw 
eo?S byTaW-Jcow- at the hitch-ra.1 in front the 

-Thatt right;- Marshal anawered 
quietly: “(kilty, Your Honor. I started 
that fight with Hinton,” 

•- Sam Brady waved a careless hand, l 
didn’t see the fight,” he said. You fixm 
to leave town right off?’ ■ 

A change came over .Marshal, tie 

- t i i_: QTirl nisi aT&Y 


CH APTER II . 
The Neiv L&W 


IN BEDLOE crawled to his 
‘ feet and brushed the dust 
> from his dirty clothing: His 


t might have been anything 
between fifty add sixty. Not 
more ithan five-feet-five, 
crippled with rheumatism and bid sad¬ 
dle injuries, but there was'a weathered 
toughness about the old swamper as he 
limped to Jim Marshal and helped the 


A change came. over «iyiarsiuu. 

^ —j- squared his wide shoulders, and his gray 

dazed xTmn to his pe , w hen a eyes narrowed dangerously. His jaw 

, Sam Brady holstered-his fan wnen a y and see med more pugnacious 

b« of ttl* swelling, Mid thebtapeot 
the store, aiui W “?j. wo ', f ol t ?f h 'li ^“heTown," he told Brady. "I 

«?*•«w rope 

a bolstered slx-$h6oter on his right «a man ought to have gainful- em- 

“Mornin’, Judge ’’ he greeted Sam A man oug,^ ^ 

Brady." “You arrest the taller. there’s a iob here for a man with.sand 

“Give that cowboy a hand and help ® t t himself whipped, and still 


There:s a joo nere iw * 
enough to get himself whipped, and still 
ask for another go-round. . 

“I’m that feller, but what’s thin Job? 
Marshal asked suspiciously. - „ 

“Sacaton needs Uptown, marshal, 
Brady said slowly. ‘Take a dally and 
sit your hoss, cowboy,” he warned. wRon 

Bir neau acnea a( m Marshal was about to speak, wevemau 

-asgsa? £%ii2& *** 

the old swamper’s face and stared for ^f^gd Ms sandy.head,-»e«p 
along moment. .. .» h ' <*aid have to ask questions when he. alreagy. 

;v«6anT place. knew the answers Gray Hinto^i w# 

maquiet voice. But tnanks ior.|yery ^ Qf g acaton ,' { 


••Give tnar cow uvy ““ j r--5 

him down to my office, Brady told Gur¬ 
ry brusquely. ‘ Re tangled with ,Gray 
llinton after- the gambler ki led nld 
Desert Findlay in a crooked card game. 

" Jim Marshal was moving down the 
-street under 

His head ached and_ throbbed^ but 


and he had two 


sggundfis. He stated what 


“Tfiat gambler and his ‘t'wa,_ gim- 
paeke.rs.did for the lajy, Judge. Iv^hdfe 
the pay;, %ricj when dqj-stkrtto wojkjfC 
Hand r me thajt badge','*-Xl£h„""JE>rady. 
SaidttQSiiTjy^ “JJqJd .up-yQUPjriglij, hand,, 
and say-you? ‘I 

going 'to swear you in as Marshal of' 
Sacaton,. The pay is a hundred- a mpnth 
and shells,pWith decent-.interMent^guar-- 
aqtgfo4tt th«T even|,of yoyr demise!’-’ V 
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* . „ “You can’t ,run in a. ringer like this, 

Brady.,. This cowhand, is a saddle’-traifip;" 
an'd he,cap't tell rne anything.’'’ ‘ • 

“Your mistake, Hinton,’’ Shin "Brady 
CQrrgcJjgdJiim sternly. “Jim Marshal- i 


.thejnew Law here' in Sacaton, and the 

tQWA- cQmmitt.ee will hack up any play [ 


miM MARSHAL, held. up„hia.right 
%P hand and made Iris '.answers.. t He - 
.g]ancqd,at.thh balL-po.mted'ktjar, oh, the,' 
left side of-h-is calfskin vest., ;Jheh he. 
smiled" ruefully asjj.e^.touched his empty 
holster,' Judge Brady pulled „outj. 
drawee'pieJced^u-P a .hefiyy' six f sf)Q6ter 
and r li3Chded''i,t tp the new^jnai'shal, , 
roe’ll:-: thig^until y.ou ge>ygu'r„pwn 
gun, back,?', he "gaic^ calmiy ' arid'.eapig. 
(’ n* i n > i ' “i < i . v (i jX «r* l 

l ’ \ I' « , » P > > 1 ’l* J 

of .jjbsbrt' Eihdihy? r Kehad ; p,Q^‘ What-You 
teli^H&tom^and hik ihonydf is ,jpuf busk- 
hess. You'll side, us,-Tim'?-” ■» -i - * 

Tim Curry nodded, his grizzled head 
was,-?a=fcl#an^hi$en 
SMajk -^FAy-oyes^^.jtgM 
s£ogJpr H^store^and loMJup* witmjpp- 
plies ancT cartridges. Sinv^^edi|^aid- 
he^dmindthe court-room, apd Thd^rre-d 
men started-fqrthe t Gold;Dust-.saldop v --. 

didri’.t-s^^^lh#ie«iS 

he: walked- s stitf-legged s with?]iis f spars 
dragging^ -His face was-bat|gr"ed^ah.d' 
bruised, hut his head was high J aa^he 
puslil^h^iagh the-bat v^ings ? gf thgeGoId 
Duht 'wfiljff Curry -and-: Br-ady^r-ightj-.hq,- 
hindv.rs \ - -. • .. * k 

Cray Hinton was at the gam'ing-tapfi 
looMngMownat the hand of .-cards .which 
had'wvomtbe pot for-him. He^w^tjpeaGhr 
’i'ttg^forRtheirsaGk of .-nuggets^wfeeh 
shal spoke bluntly, but with-that ,pepu- 
JHUM^ jfliAdfcg common 



Jim”Marshal, Wgs staring'at Shorty? 
Bqrisop. He walked oVer to the barret' 
chested gunman and . spoke, in' > ' hard 
crisp_,yblce.' - j 

' “Don’t move, Befispn. I'm taking-back 
my six-shooter!”’ ! •' r"" - 

,Bhoify Jenson scowled arid .shifted his 
boot^Hig,right hand struck doWn.for 
the gun oil his'leg, but his.fihgers never 
reached ,0iejLf mark'. . 

Jfm Marshal" took a page, from, Cray 
^tht^n^ bopk. His left Mnd'was reabjfc- 
ihg for the g'tfii in' Benson's, belt, but he 
clgng.hed ftis j |4t and - drbvi if- into pen- 

S nVample middle.; Marshal’^ right fist 
ppfced up: and caught Ben§bn??Sride'r 
tlte cljin as f he.guriinan dobbled .ovei£ 
and'JBfinaon sagged to the. sawdu’st on'his 
face?, .v■""/■’ -* " r , 

^ kfarshal ' reacheddown f and: retrieved 
Ins captured”’ sik-shooter. - He - set the 
ll^ppftiM^HJapckv.iphriit^'itylirider' 
gruhtdd wffen^hejfaund'it^empty. "Reach- 
mg-to mis 1 -. beff, he plucked^ cgrtrid^f 
frohi |he loops, thumbed them, through 
thr|^ipgjai@, darefuLly ipkfered:t'he 
hammer, ; ^nd holstpred the-glin on his 
pig^'Jeg^ After ffickfrig'the, borrowed 
sf^ShooteV in the left side"of His‘ -belt, 
Mar^haf tujnekto face Hinton. - f ‘ 

for the heirs 

of^es^..E^dl|y,!! il^rtbl5%d fehinfireTe 

kXfjlgSffi' If iri,3^ay aay he knew, he held 
thft •thighkhano^ * which* rules dut your 
{•4 51 >'i \>v<n ,-y . 

Cray Hintoft shrugged. “Come easy, 

f p easy,” .he said carelessly. “Am I un- 
. e : r krird^Lt”. • 7 ‘a - v,'. . . 

Judge Brady showed surprise wheri 
MarshaLsh°ok his head. .' V 

-;^“]5hJ|thls time 7 ” *Marshal said qdietl?* 

: u Yp'u-bould prove -‘self defense? "and Td 
haye' t’o-'tell the truth’ on 'the 1 witness 
'stand. " But don’t try it again, H-iriton. 
You c oppered your bet with an"Ace-in- 
le, and' What l mean ist bbtli ways 

■%,M** *•" *■' 


kkiJac'k: Dott’t •droiwd yphr luck, 
r fip g i^ded ^with Iuck, i,: Hinton ■ 
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Boasted quietly. “And you?” Marshal smiled and then grimaced as 

“I didn’t get killed a/while agq>” Mar?' his battered lips twitched with paift. 
shal reminded him pointedly. ^You fig-' "1 didn’t,” he answered honestly. "I 

; ure it out.” ' >' was just taking out some cheap jnsur- 

- .Tjaifeing the neckerchief from around ance, you might say. We*know Hinton 
Iif9 ifcraatr Marshal, placed it on the and Ms gang didn’t find the map* and 1 
green-topped table, picked up the gold won’t get shot. in. the'back'aalong SS 
and money and dumped the pot in the they think I know where the claim is 
bandanna, and gathered up the corners, located.” 

He thrfist .the bandanna in the front of “Old Desert didn't have any close 
his shirt, and his hard face changed as friends that I know of,” Judge Brady 
he glanced down at the staring sightless said thoughtfully. “He and old Sin Bed- 
eyes of the old prospector. loe were pretty thick, but neither of 

... • them had much money.” 

lM ARSHAL covered the face with Jim Marshal stopped and stared at 
lTm the battered old Stetson, and his Brady, feurry^glanced at Marshaks face, 
eyes narrowed. The dead.man’s clothing turned his-eyes on: the Judge, and the 
had been searched; all the pockets were two old^tMers nodded solemnly. Mar- 
turhed inside out,. shal also nodded-. 

“The ; buzzards-have been picking the “It's that old bum,” he said quietly, 
body,” Marshal said scathingly. “They'll try to get him sure.” 

“i’ll pass that for now,” Sudden Tracy “Sin Bedloe ain’t rightly what you’d 
interrupted. “I searched the corpse to call a bum,” Brady defended Bedloe. 
see if he had. any identificatton. Looks “He takes a drink now and again, but 
like the old bum didn’t leave any kin.’’ he’s no drunk. Been around here three 
He • pointe,d to a pipe, a jack knife, years and never talks much. Qld.cow- 
and some smalLchange on a chair. Mar- hand from the looks'of'him, and he 
shal examined the coltectiomand dropped earned his meals and a bed swamping 
.It in a pocket of his gray -pants. He in the Hold Dust saloon.” 
wondered if; the old. prospector had filed "You mind if I sleen Vim behind the. 



' - -iii get my norae ana Dearon, Maj- 

Take off that star and repeat those shql said, when Curry finished Speaking, 
words!” the gambler whispered in a low “Tell Sin Bedloe to come down to Lhe 
rasping voice. . "V- jail and see me.” - . : 

“Mebbe I will,” Marshal murmured. Brady nodded, and Marshal; i^traced 
But say I was killed some dark night, his steps. He untied hfs' W- hbrse, ' 
no one would ever know where Findlay stepped up into the saddle, and^-Ode up 
Located his strike,” and he walked slow- the dusty street to the jail. There whs a 
ly from the saloon. - . small barn and corral behradlhe jail, 

Mayor Tim. Curry nudged Marshal and Marshal was stripping his- riding 
with an elbow as the three..men 'walked gear when Sin Bedloe cameiipihe,alley, 
back to the court room. .... - Marshal noticed that Bedloe limped#ith 

t>p mggt OM; H^gerti” his .left leg, and'his 




• v " ' 

. THe 'old swamper leaned against-a 
post-&nd-watched Marshal With-wise old. 
dyes.: -Me- didn’t say anything, but he 
noddtifaMs -gray head approvingly as , 
Marshal rubbed down the horse. 1 When 
Marshal hung up his gear and turned, 
Bedloe broke the silence. 

■‘I'paT to swamp for you aroundfhe 
jail/^he said siinp'ly. ,? And I’m a fair 
eow^campcook.” ' 

“W.e’ll get- along?’ Marshal- said: con¬ 
fidently. “But-you’ll have tp=strap your 
hardware on again, seeing, that you are 
to be my .jailer ?’- • - 1 >‘i 1 
"Nope,"‘Bedloe contradicted quickly. 
"I never wear a Shootin’-iron, Mar- 
shah”" -- ' : . ' . 


sacaton 


CHAPTER III | 


Gambler's Challenge 



TfcFpoW they Were tii the* office of the' 
jail, and Marshal rummaged 
through the drawers of an old oak desk. 
He picked up a shield, pinned it to Bed- 
loe’s faded Vest) and then he pointed to 
a shellrstudd'ed belt in the bottom 
r. . ' ‘ . 

-iiStrapr that around yore middle,” he 
said - sternly. “The Law is speaking!” 

Sin Bedloe stubbornly shook his head. 
A pallor had changed the color of his 
thin face, and he put both hands in 
front of him. 

’’“that - was Con Wilson's belt and 
gun,” he gaid shakily- “If a ifian„doh’t 
pPk .a six-gun, he don’t have to -fight!” 

''If hedon't pack a gun, he don’t make 
milch of a jailer,” Marshal retorted 
sharply; “You’ll need one,- old-timer. 
I'm n' 0 t fooling myself that I'm the only 
man in.these parts who guess things. I 
know -that Desert Findlay gave you the 
Map to his claim, and probably Cray 
Hinton has figured the same tiling by ‘ 
.nov 1 ‘ 1 - - . ' 

• “Who told you?” Bedloe demanded, 

.-an.d now he was like an. angry old 
rooster.; “it’s a lie, I tell you I” 

Marshal repeated what he had learned 
in the Saloon. About Findlay’s pockets 
being searched, and the guess he had 
made- out loud. Of Jtow Tim Curry had 
spoken-.of the map which Desert Find¬ 
lay-hadigiven to a friend, he could trust, 
“You were the Only.close friend Eihd- 
lay -had,” Marshal concluded. “So you 
‘better strap on that Peacemaker. Don’t 
tell me you don’t know how to use one. 
lean readsignthe same as youI” 


T MARSHAL’S words. Sin 

Bedloe’s lower lip began to 
tremble. His thin hands 
t were shaking, and he 1 went 
1 to the door and looked up 
and down the dusty street. 
When he came back to the 
desk, he went to one knee 
and pulled off his right boot. 

After removing an inner sole, he pulled 
out a crumpled paper and handed it to 
Marshal; 

“.Take this and hide it, Jim,” he 
pleaded desperately. “They'd burn my 
feet if they knew I had the map, and 
I’d cave in and lose my head. I r d talk 
with my big mouth wide open, but you’re 
different. Cray Hinton and those two 
segmdos of his will never suspect you 
have.it.” 

Marshal took the map and walked 
into: a cell. It was almost dark in the 
street, and. Sin Bedloe stayed in the 
office. He'seemed relieved when Marshal 
came back from the cell, and Marshal 
smiled grimly. 

“Many a true word is spoken in jest,” 
he said quietly. "Seems like I have an 
insurance policy after all. We’ll go down 
to the lunchroom for supper tonight, 
and you can get supplies from Tim 
Curry tomorrow.” ■; x 

Sin Bedloe hastily replaced the heavy 
six-shooter on the scarred desk. Mar¬ 
shal had been watching the old-timer 
heft the balance and try the action. He 
made no comment, but Marshal knew 
that his jailer was no stranger to fire¬ 
arms. - 

“Just curious,, but you didn’t break 
that left leg falling from a horse,” Mar¬ 
shal told Bedloe. 

Sin Bedloe stiffened and his thin neck 
sucked, his- head down between' his 
stopping shoulders. The strange pallor 
had . persisted, but now-it changed from 
sallow to pink as the blood flushed his 
thin; scarred face. Bedloe gulped and 
then spoke in a harsh strained voice. 

“You know how it feels to be beat half 
to death, Marshal. You ache all over, 
and you can hardly crawl when you come 
back to what you think is life. But bow’d 



5» THRILLING 

you feel in your mind when you first 
got back your senses?” 

Jim Marshal had not forgotten- the 
beating he had received, but the old 
swamper’s words brought an angry rush 
\ of seething- blood pounding through his- 
veins. His hand struck down for the 
gun on his right leg, and his thick yoke 
cracked like a whip as he made his an¬ 
swer. 

,, “ I wanted to kill Cray Hinton, and 
then I discovered I didn't have my gun. 
Nothing else mattered. I wanted to kill 
4 oj 2S nbler with my two hands!” 

Sin Bedloe nodded and again his hand 
pushed the gun further away from him ' 
on the desk top. Some of the fierce burn¬ 
ing rage still smouldered in his nar¬ 
rowed gray eyes, but the fires were dying 
out under the dominating influence of 
self-control. . 

“I won’t get myself dressed like a 
man if you don’t mind. Marshal,” he 
said quietly. “A six-shooter comes alive 
m my hand, and I never could throw off 
my shots. I’ll keep the place clean and 
dothe cooking and such like. You rod 
bunkfhouse^”^ * P oce U P this township 

Jim Marshal listened and became 
strangely silent. There was a strong 
sinister .force about old Sin Bedloe, and 
qu L et , dimity- Dressed in de¬ 
cent clothes, he d never be taken for the 
same man. .Small and thin, and-badly 

stkHof h S i?f 1 ?^ ng ha ! f for 2° tten was 
nrid behind those steady gray eyes 

swLS thl V tE * ight lj ps unde r the 
sweeping cowhorns. 

"We’ll go down and -eat,” Marshal 
sfiflk q f Ie h y; id N ° thing lilce a good rare 
wore dovra”^ Upa man where he ' s aI1 
For a little man, Sin Bedloe had a 
voracious appetite. He had'washed his 
face, and now the color was glowing in 
his cheeks as he finished his steak. Mar- 
shal also ate with the appetite of the 
outdoors man and with good food under 
ms belt, he felt the surging power of his 
old strength returning. 

T 11 a turn ab °ut town," he told 
Bedloe, and then he smiled as the old 
man.showed- alarm. “They won’t dry- 
gukh me tonight,” he said positively. 
t^^a|long as they think Ikhowwhete 


“I don’t like it,- Jim/' Bedloe said\ in 
worried tones. “You don’t know those 
three.wolves like I do. they’ll gang up 
and ham-string you like you was a bficlr 
deer, and then they’ll - tear you to 
pieces.” . 


M ARSHAL brushed aside the warn¬ 
ing as he gripped Sin Bedloe’s 
gnarled right shoulder. 

“That’s the second time you've called 
me Jim,” he said gently. "I’d like for you 
to make it a habit.” 

“ Li H e ,y?u said, Jim.” Bedloe an¬ 
swered. But don't protfl this town in 
the dark by-yourself.” 

"I've been on my own ever since I was - 
fifteen,” Marshal said slowly. “My Dad 
was sheriff down Tascosa way in Texas. 
He was killed in a fight with the Wesley 
gang. They had set the cabin on fire 
where he was for-ted up.” 

"Heard about that fight,” Bedloe mur¬ 
mured. “The Wesley gang broke up and 
scattered, seems like I heard. Jack Wes- 
Iey was killed that night, if I remember 
right.” 

"Funny thing,” Marshal said musing¬ 
ly. Dad usually worked with a deputy, 
but he miist have been alone that night. 
Well, 111 see you at the jail in an hour.” 

, , f Y® got some-clean clothes in a shed 
behind Tim Curry’s store,” Bedloe said 
carelessly. “I’ll drop over and get my 
■ w ®r bag. Watch yours,elf, Jim ” 
Marshal paid t}ie check and the two 
men left the lunchroom. Sin Bedloe 
headed toward the General Store, while 
Marshal found himself drawn irresist¬ 
ibly toward the Gold Dust saloon. He 
knew that word of his appointment as 
town marshal had gotten around, and 
several men spoke to him and called" 
him by name. 

Funny how it made a difference when 
men knew you, and called you by name. 
You didn't feel like a stranger, and Mar¬ 
shal no longer felt alone. Not with old 
Sin Bedloe- to help him read the sign., 
Marshal wondered how Bedloe would ■ 
look in a clean change of clothes. 

Cray Hinton split the swinging doors 
of the saloon and came outside as Mar¬ 
shal passed the Gold Dust. He leaned-i 
against the tie rail and" stared, hard at x ' 
Marshal. No one else was in sight. - : 
You want- to get even now?”. thq_ 



infilluwi eu ouuucu iiaKsy YJ *7 ~-' 

Benson, and he* renioinfoerecL the two the stove. rMarsMl could arrest Benson 
officers who had been shot in the bask, and Tracy for assault, but Bedloe had 
"Not now,”' he said slowly, and then ho witnesses to the attack. The; two 
_ his speech quickened. "When I'm ready had caught the old man coming through 
I'll bring it to you, Hinton.” the back door of the jail. 

The gambler shrugged. "When I Work Jim Marshal knew how Sin Bedloe 
a man over, it usually takes the fight felt. They had both, been beaten into 
out of him, 'Marshal. If you’re in town insensibility; and Marshal knew that old 
this time tomorrow, I’m going to kill Sin had; been whipped unmercifully in 
you." - the long ago. Sin Bedloe's spirit had 

He turned abruptly and walked into beep broken, but he had shown no do- 
the saloon. Jim Marshal stared through cility when Marshal had helped him 
a red .guftain of rage, but finally he'also from the floor. 

shrugged; He was the.Law in Sacaton, Perhaps the old rawhider' had been 
but if Cray Hinton brought it to him, cured fey a hair of the dog which had 
he’d have no choice. bitten him. One beating had broken his . 

- Marshal stopped in front of the jail spirit—another might have restored his' 
office, wondering why Bedloe had not old fighting heart. - 
lighted the lamp. When he opened the Marshal turned the light low and sat 
•. door-and Stepped, inside, he almost fell in the shadows away /from the door. He 
ovei. a_ crumpled; heap on the floor. was the Law in-Sacaton, but even if he 
"I. didn’t tell,” a weary voice whis- arrested Gray Hinton, and; his-gunmen, 
pared. "I didn’t-talk with my mouth he had no proof which would stand up 
open..!’’ v In couft. Marshal touched his six- 

Marshal. thumbed a match to flame shooter with his finger tips,, and a grim 
and Lighted the coal-oil lamp. Then he smile played around his battered lips, 
was .beside Sin Bedloe, helping the old- Then he remembered that Sudden Tracy, 
•timer to a sitting position. Bedloe's face was left-handed. 

Was jbattere.d and bleeding, but he smiled "That's it!” Marshal Whispered tense- 

with twisted lips and asked Marshal jy, “We’ll take those three some left- 
. to push his war bag closer. handed law !" 

Marshar pulled the stout.canvas -bag The kitchen door- opened, and a. 

nearer tortfe'e battered old man. Sin Bed- stranger walked into the cell block and 
- loe pulled a slip-knot, fumbled Inside the came on to the office. Jim Marshal 
sack, find.brought out a small flask of stared with his hand on his; gun, and 
brandy.: He made no apology as he drew then the stranger spoke in a familiar 
the co'rk with his teeth and took a long voice. 

drink. He wiped his. lips with the back "Hold yore fire, Jim. I’ve come back 
. of, his hand, replaced the flask, and to life I” 
struggled to his feet. Marshal stared at the transformation. 

' “They bushed me, them two,” he said The voice belonged to old Sin Bedloe, 

. simply. ".They almost beat mo to death, but the man he stared' at seemed taller 
Shorty Benson threatened me with that and more confident. The sweeping coW- 
cussed throwing knife he packs between horn mustaches were gone, and the 
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said- quietly. "But you’ve got, the name 
wrong, Jim. It’s Sinclair Bedloe John-. 
soil” • : • 

Marshal stared and then held out his 
hand. The two gripped hard,-and Mar¬ 
shal was surprised at the strength iti 
Bedloe’s fingers. 

“r’ll-'Sit down and take a load off -my 
left leg," Bedloe said apologetically. 
“Now I can' tell you about' that- fight 
down Tascosa way, Jim. There were 
eight men in that Wesley gang, and your 
Dad and me killed five of them. Then oid 
Bill stopped a slug in the chest, but he 
didn’t suffer long. He was dead- when 
they'fired the cabin where him and me 
had forted up. I got a slug in the left 
leg when I rah out? but that wasn’t half 
as bad as what happened to me next.” 

Jim Marshal listened as Sin Bedloe 
talked-in a low quiet voice, of how, he. 
and Bill Marshal had recovered ten 
thousand dollars in loot taken from an 
El Paso bank. Of the beating and tor¬ 
ture he had endured from the remain¬ 
ing three members of the gang. Jim 
Marshal shuddered when Bedloe told 
how- they had burned, his feet over a 
fire.- 

“I talked with my mouth wide open," 
Bedloe confessed in a- loW shamed voice. 
“I suffered plenty with my bare feet,, and' 
I finally lost-my head. I told them where 
Bill and me had hidden the money, and 
one of the three fired two slugs into me. 
and.left me for. dead.”- 

CHAPTER IV 
Powder-Smok& Justice 

RIMLY Jim Marshal lis¬ 
tened to a story long for¬ 
gotten by a broken, tortured 
man who had been found by 
an Indian sheepher.der. The 
Indian had nursed-Sin Bed¬ 
loe back to life. He had 
ministered to his wounds 
- with the powerful herbs -of 
nit people. . — 

- "I stayed with Luis five years," Bed- 
low recited in a hushed voice. "I didn’i. 
remember anything, and even ray vorcer 
changed. One of those slugs hit me-in 
tug :neck.” . 

~mim years ago,” Marshal^%grim- 
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ly. “You were with the. Indians five of 
those years.” 

‘^Tripped on a root and banged, my 
head one day," Bedloe continued. "When 
I woke up, I remembered everything" 

Jim Marshal leaned forward. 

“Everything?” he -asked harshly. 

"Everything," Bedloe - repeated. “I 
remembered those three outlaws who 
almost beat me to death. I didn’t, even 
know myself when I looked in a mirror, 
and I knew they’d never recognize me as 
an old bum. I found those three out¬ 
laws after looking for a year. Been try¬ 
ing to get up nerve enough to settle that 
old score, but just couldn’t do it!" 

“Cray Hinton was one,” Marshal said 
grimly. “Shorty Benson and Sudden 
Tracy were the other two. It : a1l adds 
up now, Sin. It was you who sent me 
that letter to come over here to Saca- 
ton.” 

“The only friend I had here. Wrote 
that letter,” Bedloe-said in a hushed 
voice. “Yeah, I mean Desert Findlay:?’ 

Marshal listened.ahd pieced together 
the puzzle which had defied solution-for 
nine long years. He remembered -the 
way old Sin Bedloe had handled the six- 
shooter, like an artisan who wss>a mas¬ 
ter with his tools. His eyes focused 
on the shell-studded belt fastened 
around’ Bedloe’s lean hips, and the old 
.45 Peacemaker Colt in the hand*shaped 
holster. — 

“I’m a killer when I throw down on 
a varmint,” Bedloe said quietly. “You 
ready for to do the. work you're getting 
paid to. do?” - 

-Jim Marshal nodded and got to A bis 
feet. He remembered the day when ms 
father and the deputy who had' beep 
known as Clair Johnson had ridden 
away from Tascosa to trail the Wesley 
gang. Now another Marshal was taking 
up where old Bill Marshal hair left off, 
but the same deputy was siding the taw 
to clear up some old and unfinis' ' 


“We can’t just walk in there and start 
a ruckus,” Marshal told Bedloe. “We 
ought to have some 
Bedloe smiled frostily and reached 
into his! war bag. Hs4rought, out. g(iS)0 

Marehal ^ ^ handed ^ 

“No matter whoKe or when, t 
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no statute of limitations oh mat'd gf,” 
he said quietly. "These old-Warrants are 
still as good as the day 4h# were 

There was now: a significant vibrancy 
to his voice, a difference in the way Sin 
Bedloe carried himself. His clothes wore 
clean and neatly pressed, and the old 
hand-made Texas boots on his small feet 
were polished.. Now his shoulders were 
squared back, and there was a bleak 
frostiness in his narrowed gray eyes. 

Marshal took the old warrants-and 
placed - them in his hip- pockot. He 
glanced at his silver watch and re¬ 
marked that it was almost, ten- o’clock. 
Like a wise old law-dog, Bedloe had 
formed a simple plan. 

‘’You go in the front doors, and 111 
circle around and come in through,.the 
back,” he told Marshal. "That-away 
we’ll thin the target. You do the talk- 

marshal blew down, the chimney and 
stepped into "the street. Most of the 
bufflingsWere dark, but the Gold Dost 
saloOn was enjoying a brisk trade. Side 
by side they walked, arms swinging, but' 
the fingers of .two right hands caressed 
the handles of law-guns with .each pen- 
i >8- 

Sin Bedloe limped slightly, but his 
high-heeled boots added much to his 
stature.' At the corner of the Gold Bust, 
Bedloe turned abruptly and continued 
along the side of the long building. Jim 
Marshal waited in the shadows until 
Bedloe gave a sign with his left hand. 

Marshal nodded and stepped into the 
light. He could hear the clink of glasses 
and bottles, the whir of a roulette Wheel, 
and the babble of voices, from inside the 
saloon. He shouldered through the 
swinging batwings, stepped to the side 
and placed his back against the wall, 
aftd closed his eyes to shed the bright 
yellow light. ... . 

mjjOST of the talking stopped abrupt- 
Jift ly, and Marshal opened his eyes 
slowly. He had heard the fat bartender 
cough suggestively, and then he saw 
Sudden Tracy and Shorty Benson near : 
the roulelte- wheel. Both 3h@n were 
facing.him, hats drawn down over their 
elitted ey^S. Hands on their six-shoot¬ 
ers; but the guns were still in-leather. 
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- Then some ^ one .else- cou'ghe'd sug? 

S stively from, the back 6&-4W room. 

ofty BensOn turned hie heady stared 
for a long moment, - and ; whjspereff' 
hoarsely. - 

: “It’s the ghost of old Clair John¬ 
son!” *’ 

Sudden Tracy did not take his eyes 
from Jim Marshal. 

”1 don’t believe In ghosts, he said 
harshly. "When I kill an hombre, he's 
dead all over I" 

Jim Marshal watched as Sin Bedloe 
came down the long room. For a brief 
instgnt Tracy flicked his eyes to glance 
at the intruder, and his mouth opened 
with., stunned surprise. He recovered 
quickly and spoke from the corner of 
his mouth to Shorty Benson. 

"I wish the boss was here!" - 
"You're under arrest, Tracy and Ben¬ 
son," Jim Marshal said quietly. 

Tracy sneered as his hand shadowed 
the gun on his leg. 

: "You got witnesses?” he asked. 

"I don’t mean for 'beating up old Sin 
Bedloe,” Marshal answered quietly. 
,v The charge is murder on Severn} 
counts. Two men were killed in an El 
Paso bank robbery, and then there was - 
—Sheriff Bill Marshall” 

"It’s old Bill’s chip!” Shorty Benson 
whispered - hoarsely. "We should have 
known!” ; > - 

"Anything you say will be used 
against you, Marshal warned sternly. 

"I have tne warrants right here In my 
hand!” ' • 

"Better surrender peaceful,’.’ Sin Bed¬ 
loe interrupted. = "You didn’t shoot 
Straight the night you burned my feet, 
Tracy. You didn’t have a chance to burn 
my feet tonight when you caught me 
down at the jail, and tried to find old 
Desert Findlay’s map.” 

Both men turned to face Bedloe who 
was crouching a trifle. Recognition cams 
to them as they stared at the mam they - 
had'left for dead nine years ago. It was 
Trapy Who voiced their discovery. 

"Sin Bedloe is old Glair Johnson 1” 
Sudden Tracy drove his left hand 
down in a cross-draw to the pistol hol- 
stered on his right leg. He caught the, 
out-turned handles with thumb curling 
back the hammer, but Sin Bedloe movfea 
like a flash of lightning. „ 
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time for showdown, and then Be.dtoe his head to stare at the speaker. Jim 
jerked his hand to see why Jim Mar- Marshal moved like a cat and was on 
shal had not cut in on the play. top of the gambler with his gun-muzzle 

Marshal was facing the front doors making-a dent in Hinton’s middle. Then 
with his six-shooter in his right hand: Marshal reached down and emptied the 
A man had just entered the saloon, and gambler's holster, while his eyes dared * 
was blinking his eyes to shed the-light. Hinton to make a move. 

Bedloe bolstered his smoke-grimed gun Jim Marshal reached behind him and 
when he recognized Cray Hinton. He laid Hinton’s six-shooter on the roulette 
also recognized the expression in Jim outfit. He holstered his own gun, un- 
Marshal’s steady gray eyes. buckled the heavy shell-studded belt-, 

“Don’t make a pass, Hinton,” Mat- and placed it on the table. His voice was , 
shal-warned. “I've got you covered.” quiet when he spoke to the startled 
The.-gajnbler stood perfectly, still until' gambler, 
his ejtes Were once more* normal. He “I’m the Law here in Sacaton, and I'm 
opened them 'slowly, glanced carelessly going to give you a chance, Hintbn. I 
at the/gun-in; Marshal’s hand, and came have a warrant for your arrest, ahd I 
slowly db'wn the room. He betrayed not don’t need a gun to take you in.” 
the slightest "fear, and the little black Cray Hinton wasted no time in pre- 
mustacheit%itched on his upper lip as he liminaries. He leaped at Marshal with 
smiled at Marshal. his left fist flicking out. Marshal picked 

“Yon didn’t leave town, and now you off the blow and beat Hinton to the; 
try a sneak play,” he stated clearly, punch with his right. He turned his 
“Holster up and I’ll give you a fair head slightly to avoid the wicked right 
break. If ydii don’t, Tracy will get you cross the gambler threw, and then Hin- 
first!” > ton was down as Marshal's fist caught 

“You’ve got nothing to lose, so take a him squarely on the point of the jaw. 
look over by the roulette outfit,” Mar- Jim Marshal stepped back and waited' 


for the gambler to get on his feet. He 
was aft t er Hinton before the gambler 


shal suggested. 


C RAY HINTON hesitated, and then could get set, and Marshal drove a slash- 
turned his head. His lips tightened ing right to the gambler’s long straight 
when he saw Sudden Tracy and Shorty nose. Blood spurted as Hinton stag- 
Benson flat on their backs, staring up at gered back, but Marshal gave- him—no 
the yellow lights. Only dead men keep time to clear his head, 
their eyes open. __ Standing with his legs spread wide, 

“The law- will cajl it murder," the Jim Marshal swung lefts ahd rights to 
gambler said, and his voice was shrill the gambler’s fa.ce until Hintqn gave 
and high. way under the vicious attack. A flicking 

“I’m the Law here,” Marshal -an- left-to Hinton’s face he used to set the 
swered. “I’m giving you a ehancesto gambler up, and a straight ri 
surrender.” the shoulder crashed acramsh 


( 
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Jaw to drop him like a pole-axed steer. 

Hinton rolled over and covered 'his 
face with his arms.' Jim Marshal 
laughed shortly, and his two fists jnoved 
in little circles. His feet were dancing 
With, eagerness; and now he Had' for¬ 
gotten that he was the Law. 

He remembered only the terrible beat¬ 
ing he had taken from Cray Hinton, and 
his right boot went back. Then Mar¬ 
shal lowered his boot and reached down 
to help the. gambler to his feet Hinton 
surprised Marshak with a sWft left jab 
to' the face, and that treacherous blow 
robbed Jim Marshal of all traces of civi¬ 
lization. 

Now he wanted to. kill this man who ' 
had tormented him, had beaten him into 
helpless ■ insensibility. A red curtain of 
rage.feemed: to drop down before his. 
slitted eyes',-and he drove his right fist 
into the gambler's face with all his 
weight and muscle behind the' blow;' 

Cray Hinton grunted knd fell flat on 
his back.. Jim Marshal reached down 
and picked Him up, held him with his 
left hand, and waited for Hinton to raise 
his head. Then Marshal drove his right 
flst solidly against the gambler’s, jaw, 
and Hinton landed on his .back in the 
dirty sawdust. 

Now Jim Marshal was after his. man 
like a timber wolf closing ih. fof the 
kill. jHis right boot went back, and then 
rshai ’■ ’ * 


Jim ^Marshal lowered that boot and 
shook himself like a dog coming out of 
water. 


“Thanks, Jim,” Sin Bedloe said in a 
husky voice. “I couldn’t have stood it,' 
and you and me ain’t that breed of cat!” 


WIM MARSHAL blew on his skinned 
tr -knuckles for a long moment as he 
stared at the unconscious gambler. He 
walked over to the roulette outfit, picked 
up his gunbelt and fastened it in place, 
and then walked to the bar. ' . . \ 

The swamper had left a bucket of 
dirty water standing near the brass rail. 
Marshal picked up. the bucket, walked 
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ovef to Hinton, and threw the filthy cold 
water In the gambler’s battered face.' ’ 
Cray Hinton came up whooshing like 
a drowning bear. He came to his kifees, 
saw’.Marshal’s boots, followed them up 
to a stern .face which-was turned down 
to stare at him: ' 

; Hinton stayed on his knees agd cov¬ 
ered his face. His Voice broke-as he 
begged for. mercy—for the mercy h'e 
had so many times refused to give his 
victims. • ’ • -- 

“On your feet, gambling mao I’ 1 Mar¬ 
shal ordered sternly. “You're Hinder 
arrest, for murder, but you wilFget a 
fair trial!” - . ■ ' 

He turned his head to shut away the 
fear he could see in Cray Hinton’s dark 
eyes. Now the gambler was cringing 
and sobbing—a broken man with a 
broken spirit. . • 

“Anything you say, Marshal,” Hin¬ 
ton babbled. ‘’But don’t let Johnson kill 

me.” . . • .. . />; ’ ' ; . 

■ “The Law will take care of' that” 
Marshal answered sternly. “But It 
might interest you to knovHtftat the map 
you’ were looking for jsyii;idde« i.n the 
same cell where 1 am'taking you. Sin 
Bedloe, that is, Sinclair Bedloe Johnson 
will file that claim for old Desert Find¬ 
lay’s niece, and then he will come back 
here to keep thb Law in Sacaton.” 

“At double the wages, and half the 
work,” a deep voice interrupted, and 
Marshal tumed to find Judge Sam Brady 
smiling at him; “You and Sin Bedloe 
both,” headed. 

Jim Marshal nodded and motioned for 
Hinton to move ahead of him and out 
of the ;door. Sinclair Bedloe Johnson 
walked at the Marshal’s side, and when 
the cell door closed on the gambler, the 
little man held out his hand and gripped 
Jim 'Marshal’s' strong fingers. 

“Took m6 nine years to do my part. 


of this job, and it’s only taken you two 
days,” he said slowly. “Shake, Jim. I’m 


proud to be part of the Law for Saca¬ 
ton I” 


Next Month: To save his wild cousin from going outlaw, Glay Morgan 
hssTo;.use many sharp. woxds—and a few blunt bullets—in TH6 
KEEPER OF THE NAM.E. ane Allan K. Echols^ 




THE LETTER 


CHAPTER I 

- Dead Mam’8 Letter 

P AUSING atop Scalp Lock Rang:©. 
Hank Barrows swung around in 
hie saddle and scanned his back 
trail anxiously and grimly. He didn't 
want to shoot those two lawhawks. But 
if they kept crowding him and there 
was no other way out for him, he’d be 
obliged to discourage ’em—with Colt 
.45 slugs. He'd a heap sight rather 


whipsaw ’em someway or other. 

A compactly built man of fiortyr, nH 
muscle and bone, tough as the m&mn 
pines of this timberline elevation, flails 
Barrows had hawkish dark features anl 
challenging black eyes,-which nonethe* 
less held in their depths a twinkle of 
humor. In Ms youth he had been a gay, 
reckless young buck, and many years rip 
the owlhoot -trails had never quite som- 
bered him or entirely banished the ln- 
herenthumor and warmth and sym¬ 
pathy of his chivalrous nature. 


Longrider Hank Barrows Lingers to Help a 

- ~ 58 ■ 



and the OUTLAW 


Even today, Hank Barrows, outlaw, 
would'much much rather have made a 
monkey of a "badge toter,” or given a 
helping-hand to the under dog, than have 
robbed banks or held up stages or trains. 
Only last night he had ridden quietly 
into-Pointers, the town which now lay 
some thirty miles behind him, With the 

^Eum dccbriihg to his special way of 
thinking, was the joyapd personal satis¬ 
faction of -taking professional tinhorns 
to a cleaning in a rip-roaring poker 


B to the delight of cow-puncher on- 
rtk - ; - ‘ 

On the theory that he’d be unrecog¬ 
nized in Pointers, without permitting 
the liveryman a good look at his fea¬ 
tures, Hank had stabled bis black horse, 
Coally. Before he had gotten far from 
the stable, however, Hank had seen 
Sheriff John McCoombs-enter the build-. 
• ing and begin to question the stable¬ 
man about the horse. Apparently this 
doughty old badge-toter knew that out¬ 
law Hank Barrows, worth one thousand 


Needy Family -With , the Law at His Heels! 
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bucks to the mamwho nailed him, rode a, 
big mfttlespme-black with th€ 
brand on its Heft hip. 

Sheriff and-liveryman had their look 
at Coally, by lantern light, and, much 
excited, they had picked up Deputy Bob' 
Tait and had begun to prowl the saloons 
for the .rider of that horse. Thereupon 
Hank had slipped in at-the back door of 
the stable and left by the same opening 
—with his horse. . 

For-the balance of last night, and for 
all of this, forenoon, the outlaw had 
found John McCoombs hard man 
either to fool or to shake off. Now how¬ 
ever his puckered eyes sighted no one on. 
his back trail, and with a sensation of 
relief, he pointed Coally down the east¬ 
ern-face of the mountain range. 

' The trail was poorly defined and the 
set-up new apd strange, to Hank Bar- 
rows. But' the imprints of a. pair of 
hobnailed miner’s, boots ^pointing -the 
same way Hank wished to ride, were re-® 
assuring. For surely “Hob. Nails" knew* 
he could get over this* pass to wherever 
he was going, in all probability, Scalp 
Lock town. • 

It wasn’t likely that Hank’s descrip¬ 
tion was known in this neck of the 
woods, and maybe he’d find in Scalp 
Lock the fun which had been denied him 
in Pointers ! 

The-distinct sound of a, shot farther 
down the trail snapped him out of his 
day dream. For several moments he 
was keened and alert. But when no sec- - 
ond report sounded, he shrugged. 

“What’s happened is that my hob¬ 
nailed friend has shot him a meal,” he 
muttered. “That’s all.” 

A meal ? If Hob Nails camped, 
Hank'd join him this evening and share 
his chuck. Most prospectors, young or 
old, were pretty good hombres. Hank 
called ail prospectors “Hob Nails” be¬ 
cause of the boots they wore. A man on 
the dodge could be sure they'd not run 
off at the mouth after a fellow had 
parted company with~’em. Rounding up 
bandits wasn’t their business. 

The sun, though now cloud-hidden, 
was still two hours high when Hank 
Barrows' horse, swinging down along a 
rock-and-cedar studded ridge with a 
d^ep canyon at its right, stopped abrupt¬ 
ly and sniffed. It was characteristic of „ 
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: this well trained animal that he did not 
pnort or whinny, although he definitely 
tpld his rider he’d smelled blood. 

With his keen eyes the wary outlaw 
raked the country ahead, and to right 
and left, before he stepped down from 
his saddle and cut for sign. Hob Nails 
had come to a sudden halt. Then he had 
fallen'and had spilled a small amount of 
blood. Another man had walked to this 
spot and it was obvious he had dragged 
Hob Naife’ body to the rim of the canyon 
and pushed it over. He had come back 
and had picked up something else to 
take to the rim and there dispose of it. 

Hank’s dark eyes glinted with anger. 
He had a code of sorts which made him 
loathe and despise drygulehers. Mount¬ 
ing he rode a hundred and fifty yards 
down the ridge, and discovered that the 
killer had'kept his horse concealed be-' 
hind a stand of spruces. The map had 
ridden up this trail from the lower equip* 
try. His job finished, he had mounted 
his horse and returned the same way, ~ 

The outlaw’s immediate impulse ir wa&; 
to frail the killer and even the score for 
the luckless prospector. But first he 
must find out if the man who, in cold 
blood, had been shot from ambush, was 
dead. Might be he wasn’t—yet—and 
could either name or describe thg-dry- 
gulcher. He might even give a reason' 
why the cur had done this job, fob; 
Hank Barrows wasn't the sort of fel¬ 
low who’d leave a wounded man un¬ 
aided; 

He gave the cloudy mountain skyline 
his -narrow-eyed attention, and when-hp 
failed to see McCoombs and his deputy, 
he made use of his rope to lower him¬ 
self. into the canyon. The victim, he 
discovered, had been shot through the 
head and had probably died instantly.. 

The bandit’s first reaction to his look ~ 
at the victim was a start of amazement. 
This prospector, both in build and 
appearance, looked very much like Hank 
Barrows—even to the two-day-old black 
whisker stubble on his cheeks. This re¬ 
semblance planted a thought in Hank's 
brain which at first he rejected as being 
just too fantastic. 

But ih Hank’s hazardous life, he 
fought apd gambled continually for self 
preservation. Hunted as a wolf is hunted, 
he took long and desperate chances with 



01 


THE LETTER. AND THE OUTLAW 

lawmen, gambling his life on someruser. all of . us. So you geo what hope your letter 
■ *' * *' ' * ' * him to Brought her. ^Larry’s loo^oung to understand 


which, if successful, permitted him to 
escape from a trap: Hoodwinking law- jXj 1 
men was a. game he loved. , oilyslj 


men was a,game he loved. 

There was nothing on the body by 
which to identify it, and if the pros¬ 
pector had carried anything of value,- it 
was now missing. A six-shooter and a 
- water canteen were attached to his. belt, 
and obviously he had carried on h)s 
shoulders a rather heavy pack sack. 

This sack .was the something which . 

ta-St r % a £f Outlaw' Hank Borrows blinked and 

talnedWntanalhandasmSlwSt 

otfood, & MaliWt and a slickar, matches; iSHALiVflnfidnd 
B»ny SI |« nda -)etter. SMdMtfat 


is, but did it give Chuuk and me a lift! 
- -..;e, I wish you could have seen that smug, 
oily-Seymour’s face -when Mother showed Him 

S our letter. Chuck said it was plain he wanted 
ic T H lots niore than he wanted the money 
we owe'him. There’s so much I want ti> tell 
you, but I’ll keep it until I see you; Hurry 
and get here by noon of June 26, won’t you7 
/ Affectionately yours, 

- Betty Gray. 

P.S.."Mother and Larry send their best and 
Chuck wants to meet you as much as I do. 


the drygulcher had 

. _w -/es sparkled and his 

nostrils ^quivered. .This letter would 
surely identify the murdered man, 1 and 

might, also give a clue of the killer’s 

■ 

A "sodden downpour of rain, one of 


fie nodded twice and savage glints re¬ 
placed the warmth which had' been 
glowing in his hawkish dark eyes. As if 
speaking directly to -the girl who had 
written the- letter, he said: 

‘‘Betty, I'm promisin’ you now that 


IS'iW rnmi S£C 

forced-the outlaw to seek cover akolhst And ™ jlL &tte?'■ looSo « y S 
the canyon wall Here He scnitifiizpd tlh'p "nu you, JaKe .Kitter, looking at the 
envelonp • Pfmtrnn S «Ww t ^v r,,^ dead man, “I’m promisin’ you too, that 
envelope,fostmarked Scalp Lock, June . Seymour'll get it in the neck. Seems like 


14,” it was addressed to ‘‘Mr. Pay Dirt 
Jake Ritter- Goldflume.” Today, Hank 
recalled, was June the 24th. He read the 

■ 


■■ r . 

I’m going to call you Jake because Daddy 
always: .spoke so nicely of you. Now that we 
nave heard such Wonderfully good news from 
you,- Mother and- Lafry and- I, and Chuck 
Miles—^C.huck is the oowboy I’m fond of—feel 
"that we-know you even if we’ve never seen 
you. "" . ... 

It’e^too^bad Daddy won’t be here to greet 


that coyote Jnust have studied a map and 
figured out that a man traveling from 
Goldflume to Scalp: Lock by the shortest 
trail would-come over this pass.” 


WERKING his thoughts back to his 


, immediate problem, and remem¬ 
bering- Sheriff McCoombs, Hank hur¬ 
riedly climbed-to the ridge above the 
canyon. The storm had passed, and in 
the far distance against the western 


skyline he saw two horsemen. Mc- 


you." Re died two years ago and'Mother had if 

given up hope that anybody -he’d grubstaked ' Coojnbs and Tait were still on his trail. 

Seeing, them at all was a lucky break 
the bandit, for they .remained in 


wo^ld strike it rich.- But, oh boy ! "four grand 
letter says that quick as you close the deal 
for .your' mine you’ll bring us our half of 
twenty thousand dollars 1 Though I still can’t 
believe It. ' N •' : 

We’re all hoping my letter will: hurry your 
coming because that horrible Clayton Sey¬ 
mour nag-got.us in a vise.' He will kick us out' 
arid take the T H ranch unless we pay him 
four thousand dollars on June- 26. After the 
.hard winter when we lost nearly all our cat¬ 
tle, Daddy had to borrow money from Sey¬ 
mour. . 1 

We’ve never been able to pay all of the 
monthly, four. percent Interest, so by now' 
” ^ the ranch-— 


Mdthe^has sold eyerythlng^xcept th- 

the' old. pjaee that means- home to her and -to - 


sight only a moment. 

Rgin had now blotted the drygulcher’s 
tracks and those of his horse, which 
meant that, even if Hank Barrows had 
not been an .outlaw and a wanted man, 
his story would not be credible to the, 
lawmen. The officers would chouse up 
the plan and queer the job he must now 
do, unless— He grinned with anticipa¬ 
tion. 

“Unless I take a long-shot gamble to 
ivhlpsaw ’em.” . 




Deaf Prospector 



v WIFTLY, purposefully, the 
outlaw set to work, and an, 
hour later, as darKness 
^clamped down on the moun¬ 
tains, a campfire glowed on' 
the ridge a short distance 
above the spot where Pay 
Dirt Jake .had met death-. 
Jake Ritter’s pack sack, 
now open and its contents strewn about, 
lay near the fire. Jake’s belt and gun had 
been tossed on the sack, and Hank Bar- 
rows, wearing the prospector’s hob¬ 
nailed boots, soiled corduroys, blue flan¬ 
nel shirt and black slouch hat, was pre¬ 
paring a meal. The outlaw’s horse, 
saddle, gun and his own clothing were 
not in sight. 

Up country a short distance, shod 
hoofs clicked against rocks. But Hahlc 
did not look up from the frying pan in 
which was sizzling a cottontail rabbit. 
Nevertheless he heard two horsemen 
coming on slowly, almost silently and 
he grinned with sardonic humor. 

He drew the tiny coffee pot off the 
coals and opened its lid to cool the brew, 
He picked up a piece of rabbit,-salted 
it and began to eat. 

From darkness behind him came a 
whiplash command, “Stand still, but get 
’em up, Barrows!” 

Hank Barrows lifted the coffee pot 
to his lips, he set it down and selected 
another piece of rabbit. . 

“Can’t you hear me?” roared Sheriff 
John McCoombs. 

“Huh?” Hank turned his head. “Why, 
hello, gents?” He spoke as if he had just 
discovered the presence of his visitors 
and had not noticed their drawn guns. 
"Did you sing out, ‘Hello, the camp?’ 
Shucks, if you had, I’d likely not have 
heard yuh. Come on in.” 

Giving him their studied attention, 
the two lawmen drew closer. John Mc¬ 
Coombs was solid and forty. With a 
clipped brown mustache and shrewd 
blue eyes. His deputy, Bob Tait, was 
young, rangy and lantern-jawed. It was. 
a tense moment for Hank. If they had 
a good description of him, the gamp was 
lost. However, now that they could see 
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him clearly, he knew they were uncer¬ 
tain of his identity. He broke the tight 
silence. 

“I can make some fry pan bread and 
cook what little bacon I got, boys. Light 
off. I sure am glad to see company. 
Hey! That badge. Are you a lawman?’’ 
he asked McCoombs... 

McCoombs snapped, “You blamed wpU 
know I’m a sheriff and that I’ve been <ra 
your trail nigh twenty-four hours, HaiiK 
Barrows. I warn you this gun’s on a 
1 hair trigger. Where’s yore black horse?” 

Deputy Bob Tait began to circle 
around the camp, apparently in hopes of 
finding the horse. 

Hank .cupped his right hand to his 
ear and looked inquiringly at Mc¬ 
Coombs. “What did you say ?” 

The Sheriff scowled with annoyance. 
“I asked where’s your horse ?” he yelled. 
“Horse?” Hank pointed toward the 

xrrm nnmfi nn fneffl 


mountains. “If you come on that trail, 
you must have seed my foot tracks. I’m. 
a prospector. I use my own hoofs.” ^ 

‘‘Yeah? Well, did you see a man a 
black horse?” 

The bandit nodded. “Uh-huh. He 
caught up to me and passed me a little 
bit afore dark.” 

“Did you know who he was?” 

"What say, sheriff?” 

McCoombs swore and then roared, 
“Did you know him? What’d he say V' 

Hank shook his head. “Stranger to 
me. He just waved and kept ridin’. But 
you know, less’n half a mile farther 
’long, I seed him cut sharp to the right, 
and head ’cros3 the canyon and into the 
timber.” 

“Shucks!” gritted the lawman. “If 
he’s taken to the woods, we’ll never— 
Find anything, Bob?” to his returning 
deputy. 

“Too dark to read trail sign, and that 
horse sure ain’t close here or it’d whinny 
to our broncs. D’ you still suspicion this 
old coot is Barrows?” 

“I'll pump him some more,” said Mo- 
Coombs. “But on the trail ahead of the 
bandit, there sure enough was a man 
a-foot wearin' hob-nailed boots. Hi, 
you I” he was yelling at Hank. “What’s 
your name? Where’d you come from? 
Where you goin?” 

“I asked you fellers, to light and eat 
with me, but danged if you ain’t makin’ 
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“Pointers? Nope. I’m from Gold- : "Grab a root and growl," he called, 
flume and. I cut across ’most as the crow “Ain’t much to eat, but what there is is 
flies.” Still ignoring McCoombs’ gun, awful good. You'll have to gulp your 
Hank began mixing water from Jake coffee right out of the pot.” - 
Ritter’s canteen with flour on the only The meal over, the two men staked 
tin plate. He looked up from this, task, out their horses for the night and an- 
grinning amiably,. ' nounced that they’d bed down by Jake’s 

• "Now you’re minded to be sociable, fire and take up their man hunt in the 
gents, T don’t. mind tellin’ you I’m morning. - - 

knowed as'Pay Dirt Jake, Hey! This Hank whittled tobacco from Pay Dirt 
here letter'Will explain me to you fellers Jake’s dried-out plug, loaded it in Jake's 
better’n 1 can.” He fished Betty Gray’s pipe and smoked in silence. Although 
letter from-his hip pocket. .. he'd hookwinked McCoombs, he was m 

Both'Ihwmen dismounted and with one tight spot, 
heads close together, read the letter.'- . ; Eventually however all three men lay 
"Gosh!” exclaimed the deputy. "This down by the fire, McCoombs and Tait 
prospector did strike it rich. That’s using their saddles and saddle blankets 
What all of ’em dream about and what for bfeds, Hank using Jake’s slicker and 
keeps ’em goin’,. And now Jake’s headin’ blanket and the pack sack, 
to the T H ranch to repay a grubstake. He stretched out, pulled his blanket up 
Sorta gets me, John.” . . .. over him. .... J ‘ • 

"Me, too,” said the grim McCoombs. "Going to rain, about two o'clock,” he 
"Pay Dirt Jake, I’m sorry we rubbed remarked, off-handedly. 
you the wrong way.” "Rain? You're sure of that, Uncle?” 

When Hank, busy with his simple Tait showed alanned interest, 
cooking at the camp fire, gave no -sign Hank pretended he didn’t hear. ' 
that he had heard, the lawman con- "These ojd prospectors and trappers 
tinned.- "I’ve heard plenty about this are the best weather prophets you ever 
Clayton Seymour,” McCoombs said, saw, Bob,” McCoombs said. "Shucks, if 
"Loap .shark. When he hooks a mam the it rains in the night, we won’t have a 
poor fellow works for Seymour the rest show of cutting Barrows’ trail.” 
pf his. life.. I’ve got. more respect for a "He’s getting all night -to put rough 
jbtfhdit who uses a gun for his robbery country between him and us,” eom- 
than. for that buzzard.” * . mented the deputy. “Why don’t we go 

McCoombs tapped the letter., "But home right now and get into a decent 
what a good thing it was for Jake that bed?" •• 

Hank Barrows never, suspected he car- "I never quit till I know I’m licked,” 
ried a wad of cash.” said McCoombs. "We’ll wait and see 

Bob Tait nodded gravely. "That ban- how things turn out.” 
dit would have shot him down like a Rain—a break for Hank—began to 

coyote to rob him;” " , fall at two o ! clock. When it turned to 

Hank Barrows hid a flash of hot hail the three men bunched up miserably 
anger. If McCoombs and Tait. Were to around the fire:which hissed or-sput- 
flnd Pay .Dirt Jake’s body, they’d see tered, and finally—in spite of their hunt 



for dry wood in the darkness and-the, 
storm—went-out entirely. 

Hank said to the devil with this sit¬ 
ting around and f feezin’, wet as a musk¬ 
rat: He was going to start hoofing it 
for the T H ranch. • 

Fumbling in the darkness he packed 
Jake’s pack sack and slung it on his; 
shpulders. Thereupon, to his secret de¬ 
light, the lawmen saddled their shiver¬ 
ing horses and took the back trail in the 
darkness and the storm. Parting with 
him, they shook hands warmly. - 
“Tell that Gray family we're wishin’ 
’em luck,”-Tait'said. “Mighty glad you 
can get that shark off their necks, Jake.” 

“Shape o’my neck?” Hank replied. “I 
don’t savVy. Wal, so long fellers. Happy 
to have had company.” 

Approximately twenty-eight hours 
after Hank parted with McCoombs and 
his deputy,’making it sunup on the fol¬ 
lowing morning, Sheriff Guy Holman 
of Scalp Lock was getting breakfast in 
hisfbachelor quarters when Clayton Sey¬ 
mour burst in on him. 

Seymour, a big, fleshy man, was per¬ 
spiring. His small, mean mouth was 
twisted out of shape and his pale blue 
eyes showed panic. 

“Guy,. I’Ve been robbed!” he yelled. 
“Robbed!” - 

Holman, who was wrinkled and old 
and bald, with a drooping gray-mus¬ 
tache, looked at the money lender with 
undisguised dislike and contempts 
“That’s good,” he said. “Uh? I mean 
get hold of yourself. How’d it happen?” 

“I don’t know. I keep my window 
shutters locked on the inside when I 
leave my cottage, and I doublelock the 
door. I was out last night till after 
twelve, playing cards with some of the 
boys. Never noticed anything wrong 
when I got home, but first thing when I 
got out of bed this morning I saw my 
desk had been monkeyed with. 

“A lot of my papers are missing, 
Sheriff. Valuable papers. Then—then I 
opened my safe. It had been looted. All 
my money stolen. Stolen! Do something 
quick, Guy. Nail the dirty thief!” 

The lawman swore, feelingly. “Why 
don’t you-keep your money in the bank? 
You lose it and ask me to— So the thief 
took valuable papers, too? Got anybody 
you.suspect?’'’’ 


• Seymour’s fleshy face, which ordi¬ 
narily carried a stage smile, took on a 
look of- hatred. “I suspect Chuck Miles 
of course.” 

Holman frowned. “Why. Chuck* I d 
like to know?” 

“Blast -it, that cowboy’s done every¬ 
thing he knows how to stop me from 
taking over the T H ranch. He couldn’t 
raise cash to pay off the Grays’ - loan, 
but he’s cussed me to my face and 
threatened to kill me.” 

“Nothing unusual in that,” said Hol¬ 
man drily. “A lot of men have said the 
same thing.” 

Seymour brushed that aside. As his 
rage mounted he was recovering from 
his panic. “I said I suspect Chuck Miles. 
Wild young heller, crazy in love with 
Betty Gray. And at noon sharp today 
the grace period I’ve given them Grays 
to pay off their note expires.” 

“I know!” Holman nodded grimly. 
“Are you going out to the T H? Or are 
they coming to town?” 

“I'm going out there, and now, by 
jeepers, you’ll go with me! If Mrs. 
Gray's got the cash to pay me— See 
what I mean?” 

“No!” The' sheriff swallowed a cup of 
coffee, but he had lost his appetite. . 

Seymour explained. “If the woman’s 
got the dinero, it’ll be a cinch she got 
it from Chuck Miles. The fool will have 
laid himself wide open. I’ll swear out a 
warrant for him, and we’ll start for the 
T H right now.” 


CHAPTER III 


Bad Luck 


BOUT this same hour, a 
knotty, middle-aged man 
with flashing black eyes in 
a lean, dark face, clumped 
in hob-nailed boots up the 
trail to the T H ranch. He 
wore soiled corduroy pants, 
a blue flannel shirt and a 
black slouch hat. On his 
sturdy shoulders he carried a pack sack. 

The ranch lay in a green valley cut by 
a rippling mountain stream and bor¬ 
dered on the north by a pine and aspen 
studded hill. At the'upper, or east end, 
close, to where the hills closed in, .stood 
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ft neat log house, a stable and a set of the Grays,” Chuck said. “I got here 
corrals. t , early so's to be with 'em. With Betty.”. 

Hut except for a saddled horse in the "We were getting scared you weren’t 
yard there was no stock in sight^-not going to make it, Jake," said Betty. 

» ckehl ? or a plg or a Sinoke "I was a mite scairt myself,” Hank 
lifted from the stovepipe of the house, returned enigmatically, 
and as. Hank Barrows drew nearer, a "But come in, come in!" saidvMrs. 
girl came rushing out to greet him, . Gray. "Take off that pack and have 
The outlaw stopped and had his look breakfast with us. Chuck caught a big 
at Betty. Gray. A tall and sturdy girl mess of trout and brought them over 
With light brown hair.and soft rosy com- from the Fiddle and -Bow Ranch where 
plexion, she impressed him as her letter he works.” 

had already impressed him —warm- Hank Barrows fidgeted. "I’m power- 

hearted, impulsive and bubbling with , ful sorry, ma’am,” he began. Betty cut 
Hfe* . in urging him to stay and saying he’d be 

"Chuck—Mother—Larry!" she called an old meanie if he didn’t. Nonetheless 
over her shoulder. "He’s here ! He's he went on. "I just got to hump myself 
"e! I could kiss you, Pay Dirt Jake immejit on east' of here to Dawson Junc- 


Rlfcterr” 

He stepped back in amazed alarm, yet 
she flung her lithe young self upon him 
ftfld kissed him. In that moment Hank 
Ittiew that the game he had played and 
the risks, he had taken to win this wel¬ 
come were Worth the gamble. 

Now the others were running from 
the house: Chuck, a wiry, sandy-haired 
young man with a snub nose; Larry, a 

gangling kid all arms and legs and. one „ ... _...__ 

wide freckled grin : Mrs. Gray, plump of which had been in Jake Ritter’s pack. 


and calm as suited, her white, hair, add¬ 
ing a dignified note to the younger folks’ 
noisy arid joyful welcome. V" 

The girl appraised Hank and said all 
in one breath, "We didn’t know how. 
you’d lSok, but anybody can see you’re 
swell. ■ just swell. Where’s your horse 
or burro? That pack on your back? Did 
you walk? .Walk all the way from Gold- 
flume. Did you get my, letter?” 

"I sure did, Betty.” Hank was shak¬ 
ing hands with the others. "How are 
you, Mrs. Gray? The pleasure of meetln’ 
up with you is all mine. Larry, b’gollies, 
I^n glad to see you! And you’re Chuck, 


tion on the railroad,” ho said. 

“Why ?" the three younger folks clam¬ 
ored. i 

He grinned at them, eyes bright and 
sharp as a magpie’s. "Kids, can’t a fel¬ 
ler have no secrets?- Could be a certain 
lady’s waitin' eager to see me. Anyhow, 

I got to ramble along.” 

He reached into'a pocket of his cor¬ 
duroys and hauled out a small, flat pack¬ 
age Wrapped in smoked buckskin, a piece 
' ”iich haf ’ ' * ’ —' ‘ ' 


'Here you be, Mrs. Gray. Open ’er up, 
if you like, but there’s an even ten thou¬ 
sand dollars in greenbacks. I generally 
prefers dust of nuggets or gold coin, but 
that paper money is heaps easier to 
carry." . • 

The eyes of all were on the package 
which Mrs. Gray held in trembling 
hands. Two tears coursed down her 
cheeks and she tried to speak and could 
not. Betty, too, had choked up all at 
once. Hank cleared his throat. 

“Wal, that represents just one-half of 
the stake which was made on Dad Gray’s 
grubstake,” he went on, "Now—now— 


tt the young lady Jet me know was ’By everybody. Been plumb nice meetin- 
her sweetheart. I was worriexka mite, yo\^I" 


but how I’ve met you, Chuck, I reckon 
you’ll do.” - .. 

- "You bet he’ll do!.” Betty put her am 
around the young man’s shoulders. “Pay 
Dirt; Daddy always said you were tip¬ 
top! Well, now we know you are." 

The boy Larry gazed at him, dumb 
with , hero worship, and Chuck grinned 
self-consciously. ' • 

r "This is a mighty important day for 


started walking east into the hills. 
Larry gulped, "Gosh, Pay Dirt, you will 
come back, won’t you?” And Chuck 
shouted. "Yes, come back soon. Dq!” 

From the comer of his eye he saw 
Betty and her mother clinging happy- 
faced to one another, waving to him and 
smiling through their tears. ... 

Hank Barrows walked up along the 
stream for a short distance to the spot 
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where he had left Coaliy, and he had 
just’ stepped out In the open area-Where 
the black was.picketed whin a harsh 
voice snapped an order from behind him 
om his. right hand. 

“Steady, Barrows !" the voice-warned, 

‘‘Don't reach for your gun," ■ 

The outlaw- froze in his tracks. That 
voice’ he had heard before. Sheriff John 
McCoombs had just called him ‘‘Bar- 
rows" and the way he had emphasized 
the name indicated that he was going to 
be pretty hard to. reason with. 

Calmly and with very little change of 
expression, however, Hank answered. 

-Hello, lawman," he said. “Ain’t yc 
makin’ a mistake?’ 


t you 


doing strangely chivalrous things at 
other times. 

"You'd showed me the letter from 
Betty-to Ritter. So I figured you might 
take a notion to hand the Grays the 
money to pay off Seymour, and by grab, 
I saw you do it! I can’t savvy the queer 
contradictions of your nature. Can you, 
Bar-roWs?” 

Hank shrugged. “McCoombs, I wish 
you’d let me finish my job for Betty and 
her folks." 

“Ain’t it finished?” rapped the sher¬ 
iff. “I- sort of suppose you figured the 
Grays need never know Pay Dirt Jake 
was dead ?" 

‘That’s right. I didn’t want to sadden 


McCoombs moved in behind the . out- ’em. Reckoned they didn’t need to know 
law and took his gun. Then he-circled the truth. But I’ve still got important 
until he faced Hank. ’ business with Clayton Seymour, 

“I’ll admit you pulled a cute one and- “With Seymour? The loan shark men- 
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a good one on me and Tait,” he said, 
holding his Colt aimed at Hank’s belt 
buckle. “But Shootin’ that prospector in 
cold blood was plumb revoltin’." 

“Then you and me agree on one 
thing," said Hank. 

“It was just by chance I got onto you,” 
McCoombs went on. “Tait and I holed 
up beside an overhanging cliff to wait 
out'the storm. Daylight came and I sud¬ 
denly thought I should go to Scalp Lock 
to warn Sheriff Holman that you were 
in his territory. 

“So I sent Bob home and rode back 
down the ridge. Magpies and crows 
were interested in something down in 
the canyon at my right. You know what 
I found, Barrows, you devil. I suppose 
you must have heard in Goldflume about 
Pay Dirt Jake, selling his mine and -that 
he’d have a wad of cash?” 

Hank shook his head. “You’re all 
wrong, McCoombs. If only you’d have 
let me alone a little bit longer I'd have 
fixed Jake’s killer.” 

“Oh, yeah? Still all the reports I’ve 
had on you agree that you’re an un¬ 
predictable sort of cuss. Often doing 
things nobody’d expect a bandit to do. 
sometimes making fools.of lawmenyand- 


tioned in the letter?" 

The bandit nodded emphatically. 
“That cuss is cornin’ here today. I al¬ 
lowed-to meet him,, private like, after 
Mrs. Gray pays him.” 

>s? r 


“Ye-es? To rob him, Hank?" 

“That’s the least part of it." The out¬ 
law’s eyes glinted fiercely. “I’d goad him 
into a fight,’ force him to pull his 
shootin’-iron and kill him.” 

Sheriff McCoombs whistled sharply. 
“A good thing I nailed you before you 
murdered another man, much as Say, 
mour may need killing! Why do you 
want to do.the job?” 

“He bushwhacked Pay Dirt Jake." 

Hank’s eyes met those of the peace of¬ 
ficer steadily. There was a tight little 
silence. - - 

“Can you prove it?" McCoombs. asked 
finally. 

“I can, if you’ll give me the chance, 
McCoombs. Of course, my first plan is 
out now. But when Seymour comes to 
this T H ranch, I want to show myself to 
him. By a lucky accident I look like Pay 
Dirt Jake. I’m wearing Jake’s clothes 
and I carry his pack sack. Savvy the 
burro, lawhawk?" 

McCoombs eyed the bandit in an odd 
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manner. Hls shrewd face- twmted with * ■ CHAPTER IV 

thought. - -n .. - . .. . . 

“All right. You win, Barrows.: But Good Deeds for More Good Deeds 
I’ll he holding my gun on you. How’ll 

we work the game?” - riF LIGHTNINGhad struck 

Hank mentioned - his new plan and jj§Spr’ I I within ten feet of the- group 

the lawman was leading both Ooally jI in the yard they could not 

and-his own mount as the two men cii> ^ -have been more completely, 

cled back to the asnen-and-nine-studded - > astonished or thoroughly 

hillside north of the T H ranch build* .stunned. Chuck was the 

ings. ' ** rst recover. He leaped 

At the crest of this hill, McCoombs f° rwar< k face flaming and 

tied both horses. Then, keeping-about flats clenched, 

six feet behind the bandit, he followed .. “Pile off, till I cram that -down your 

Hank down-the slope to a ap# as?near throat, .Seymour!” 
the,buildings as they dared to approach “Keep him away, Sheriff!” Seymour 
without danger of exposing themselves, cried. / 

-Much sooner than Hank had antici- “Stand back, Chuck,” Holman or- 
pated, two-riders dashed up the valley dered.; “Seymour claims he was robbed 
from the west and thudded to a stop in last night. Where did you folks get this 
the’ front- -yard, The outlaw recognized money?*’ • 

both men, for he had seen them in Scalp Before anyone could answer this ques- 
Loek last night though they had not. seen tion, a rawboned ranchman on a lather- 
hinn . They were Sheriff Guy Holxnan ing. horse loped into the yard. “Mornin’, 
and Clayton Seymour. Betty Graj’v everybody?” the ranchman shouted, 
rushed out o.f the house. ' “Seymour, I heard in town you might 

“This is the first time we’ve been glad be out here and I’m darned glad to find 
to see you,-Mr. Seymour, because today you.” 

we can .pay* you off !” Hank heard her Sheriff McCoombs spoke in a whisper . 
say. . to Hank. “Why anybody’d be glad to see 

“You mean to say you folks have the that old skunk is more than I savvy.” 
cash to take up your note#’ Seymour The outlaw grinned.. “This part is. 
asked. . ' goin’ to be kind of good,” he remarked. 

The sheriff, Hank noted, shifted un- “Get along out of Here, Ken Wil- 
comfortably, and lj.e.wore the expression liams,” Seymour snapped. “You’re inter- 
of a man Who heartily wished he was rupting—” 

elsewhere. . “Sheriff Holman, folks,” the ranch- 

Mm Gray came out, backed by Chuck man broke in, fishing a papgr from his 
and Larry, Larry making faces at Sey- pocket, “Clayton Seymour ain’t such a 
mour while his mother waved a sheaf of flint-hearted old scoundrel after all. 
greenbacks toward- Seymour. - Look I This is a note I’d given him for 

“Take this money and count it, eighteen hundred dollars. He’s marked 
please,” she said simply. it ‘paid.’ ” 

Seymour took the.bills. He-looked hard Seymour’s eyes were wide open, his 
at Chuck and at Chuck’s horse, after mouth puckered as if he was biting into 
Which his eyes met the sheriff’s and he something very sour, and for once he 
nodded in a maliciously satisfied man- - seemed to have been struck dumb. The 
ner. " Gray family. Sheriff Holman and Chuck, 

“Holman I can take oath these green- too., were silent, 
backs were stolen from me'. Now I de- “I was in town right early,” Rancher 
mand that you arrest Chuck Miles and Ken Williams rushed, on. “I stepped 
search him. He robbed me I” around to the post office to get my mail 

In the aspens, Hank turned his head and found old Gib just opening up. 
and spoke low to McCoombs. ... - Then, by jingo, when Gib .collected the 

, “Good, thing, we’re here. I hadn't fig- letters which had been dropped through 
ured .bn that happenin’. Had plumb over- the mail slot last night, he handed me 
looked®;” - • _ this one. 


68 THRILLING WESTERN 

In e i him ^was and he just came and gave ushalf 

^ f r°m Seymour, of listen thousand dollars.’* 

Olb noticed that there were eight more Hank saw Seymour's law satr for a 
envelopes addressed to men who owed moment. y 3 * &e ■ a 

£twasn»t exactly right But again he recovered, 
maybe, but the two of us held them “Rubbish!” he snapped “Chuck made 
c*nel]FJi a V t le h f ht ’ and s " re enough,' up that story and: they was all of ’em to 
" «Il^° teS rT S *\ every °? e 0f enu tel1 it, Sheriff. He had to make up 
Seymour, I don’t know what got into some—” , 
y® u > hot 1 say this is the whitest arid “If you doh’t believe it; take a look at 
finest thing you ever done in all your Jake's hobnailed foot prints," Chuck 
All us fellers 11 have a chance now interposed curtly. “They’re still fresh." 

kinTnMmewfnf ge i tln y° u , and y° ul ‘ Sheriff Holman gazed down at the 
KilJin interest rates off our necks. I con- ground > 

gratulate youl" Williams held put his “Rook, Seymour! Here they are.” 
nano-, . “It’s a trick 1” howled Seymour, as he 


E YHOUR, however, made no mo- 
tion to take that hand. He had the 
appearance of a man taken suddenly 
and violently ill. 

In the aspens Sheriff McCoombs 
voiced a chuckle so loud it might easily 
have betrayed the two watchers had at¬ 
tention not been centered elsewhere at 
the moment. 

“Seems you did a good night’s work, 
Hank Barrows," he said in low tones. 
‘Wkat’d you do with Seymour’s cash? 
Got it on you ?’’ >=-; 

“Nope, said Hank. “I made a package 
of it and mailed the package with a 
note to Sheriff Holman. Apparently he 
ain’t got it yet.” • 

In the yard, Ken Williams had cried: 

“Well, for a man who’s done some¬ 
thing big and fine Clayton Seymour" sure 


too looked hard at the footprints so plain 
in the damp sandy soil. “A trick. Chuck 
got hold of a pair of miner’s boots for to 
put this over. We won’t be hoodwinked/’ 
However, from the twitching of his 
face muscles and the sharp, frightened 
glances he threw to right and left, Hank 
Barrows knew Seymour was rattled and 
badly frightened. \v . , 

“A trick?” muttered the puzzled sher¬ 
iff. '“Could be that Chuck done that.” 

The effervescent Betty came to life 
with a bound that carried her to Hol¬ 
man’s stirrup. “Oh, no, it isn't a trick. 
Jake-—and he’s awfully nice—was as 
real as you are!” - 

“Hold it, girl. What’d he look like? 

I mean, describe him.” 

On the hillside, Hank Barrows spoke 
to McCoombs. 

“That’s my cue,” he said. “I got to be 
stepphi’ in. Better give me my gun,” 


acts funny. Whats ails you, Clayton?” ^ 

Seymour rallied and straightened up McCoombs tugged at his left ear. “Me 
in his saddle. “I get it at last!” he give you back your Colt and let you shoot 
shouted. “That—that double-darned your way out of this tight? Nothin’ do- 

ia unt nnlw mhiioH mg. I'm willing for you to step out 


Chuck Miles not only robbed me, but he 
sent out them letters and—’’ 

“I did not!” yelled Chuck. “But every¬ 
body will believe Seymour sent them but 
himself. He’ll have a devil of a job prov¬ 
ing he didn't. He’ll not get back his 
notes! Let’s see if we can straighten out 
this queer business. Williams, just be¬ 
fore you came Holman told us Seymour 
claimed he'had been robbed, and Holman 
asked where the Gray family got the 
*■) pay. Seymour.” 
fori' 


there, but do it empty-handed.” 

Betty Gray was giving the group in 
the yard; a clear word picture of Hank 
Barrows dressed in miner’s boots, cor¬ 
duroys, blue flannel shirt, slouch hat 
and carrying a brown canvas pack on 
his shoulders. At last she came to a 
pause. ' 

“It’s all a lie!” Seymour shouted. 
“There ain’t no such man. You never 
saw such a man.”' 

r . —--, “Look at me, Seymour!” The map 

put in, their voices rising together, “a Betty had described rounded the south- 
tong time ago our daddy grubstaked^Ray east corner of the house and stopped-, 
>r. Pay uirt made a’big" facing .the money lender. 


cash to 
"AS 


r that,” Betty and 


Dirt Jal 
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Seymour almost fell off his horse. . half of it—I mailed to you, along with 
Blood drained from his face. soms mot# of Seymour’s dinero. See 

“Ritter!” he gulped. “Jake Ritter! that whoever has a right-to Jake s money 
But :he'w-as dead. Dead!" ' - gets it. Betty, Chuck,.Larry, Mrs. Gray, 

"And~ypu’re the man whopped jn^? c it’s he#ii a.~great pleasure meeting you. 
Hank said in'a hollow tone, pointing air r. But now it’s, so long, folks. * . 

accusing fihggr at Seymour; “Seymour,: Sheriff John MeCoombs' stepped 

you laid for me and dfygulched- Me -anj - around th§ corner of the house and 
dumped my bpdy in a canyon where ; K’d . clipped : ■ tt . ,, 

not be found.” - : -.A* T ®Wd Jt, I^.nk Barrows. - 

“Yes!” screamed4he baited.man. -“!• Hank grinned at the peace otiicer. 
mean no, no! NO-! Polksfl-pever-saw “Thanks for lettin me play out this 
that man. I never—I never^ HOn’tmO’- hand, old scout. Maybe our trails 11 cross 
body try,to stop me!” A - ; again. Maybe^we’ll even camp together 

With amazing speed he reached for hds : again someday. But now I’m saym so 
gun and- started to wheel his hoEse. -But long to you too.” - 

with speed* equally amazing,. Hank Bar-. . In the same moment, impulsive Betty 
rows covered-the distance betweehhim- Gray placed herself between MeCoombs 
self apd Seymour, and leaped and caught and the outlaw, effectively preventing 
the - man around the waist before mis the sheriff from getting an open shot at 
Colt Had Cleared leather. Hank as he raced'around the corner^of 

A frightened, snorting horse wheeled' the house, 
aside-and Hyo men,, locked together, hit, MeCoombs pivoted and scooted around 
the earth.AKankBarrows, now as savage the opposite corner of the dwelling to its 
and merciless as a wolf, hoped for a north side. Hank, fleeing across the 
good fight, But to his chagrin, Seymour open-area between house and aspens, had 
went limp all over, and Hank saw the the lawman in the corner of his eye and 
pallor of death on his face. • he saw John MeCoombs stumble and 

Shocki-Tibt'the outlaw,-had killed the fall—although his feet had met with no 
loan shark- - ; " visible obstruction. 

Hank-haunced to his feet and noticed Hank chuckled, silently and sped on 
tharHolnian and all the others were still up the wooded slope to where Coally was 
dazed, "il’-you ain’t caught on yet, girl.,?’-- tied. As he stepped up into his saddle, 
it Was Betty to whom he spoke, "I’m he heard MeCoombs’ six shooter bang 
mighty sorry to have to tell you that out five shots and then he heard Hol- 
good old Pay Dirt Jake, was murdered man’s voice ask, , . 

by this coyote-Seymour. I figured some- "Any chance that you hit him, John? 

how to gef.him and I’ve done it.” “Heck, no ! And Via too wore out to 

He gave -the Sheriff of Scalp Lock his - trail him, Guy.” . 

attention. "Holman, the other half of- "Humn? Come to think of it, som 
Jake’s-money—Mrs. Gray, now has one- I, John.” 


CREAM-OIL CHARLIE 
SAYS: “IT CONTAINS 

LANOLIN!” 











THE 3R BRAND 

By SYL MacDOWELL 

When Swap's mistaken for a school teacher at Brushy Bald, 
the wandering waddles are ted up on reading, writing and 
arithmetic — and sure get education in trouble dodgin'I 


CHAPTER-I out of a hip pocket and with the point 

of a knife blade began picking birdshot 
Saddle Squatters out of it. 

■ "It’d never have happened if I'd re- 
HOUGHTFULLY, as he cQnsid- mained in a settin’ position,” he re- 
■ ered a recent mistake and re- marked to his Companion, “Swap” 
-Bt solved to avoid repeating it in the Bbotle, 

future, "Whopper” Whaley sat sidewise “It’d never happened if yuh’d paid at- 
in his saddle, fished a slab jof plugcut : tention tuh that sign which said, ‘Amy- 




A Swap and 
Whopper 
Novelet 
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body found here after dark will be found ' 
around here from then on/ ” Swap re¬ 
minded him. 

“Haw’d I know it was a chicken ranch 
we camped on ? And that the hen spread 
owner was trigger-touchy, now eggs are 
sellin’ for eighty cents per dozen?” 

"Well, it might have been worse/' 
said Swap, who always tried to see the 
bright side of things. “Fer instance, he 
might have lei me have the other bars., 
rel?' / 

Whopper shifted hisbony weight ten¬ 
derly to the other side of the saddle. He 
was a lazy, long-legged kak kangaroo 
astride an offshade dun that he called a 
cheese-colored roan. He pared off- a 



chew and lifted it to his snaggle-toothed 
mouth. * ^ 

"The fact remains/’ he told Swap, "I 
should set down more and sort of save 
my strength.” 

“What for?’’ 

"Emergencies. Yessir, if I’m ever 
tempted to go to work, it’ll be a settin’ 
down job.” 

That was an unlikely possibility. Both 
Whopper and his chubby little stirrup 
squirrel pardner had avoided labor of 
any sort for a long time, since they had' 
quit cowpunching to - roam the wide 
West. They had made a career of loafing 
and had done well at it, though they had 
missed a few meals. ; r 

Whopper was hungry now, as usual, 

- and the nubbin of plugcut which sharp- 


westebk 

ened his wits also sharpened his appe¬ 
tite. Since early morning and a campfire 
breakfast that consumed the last of their 
saddle chuck, they had glutted them¬ 
selves on nothing more filling than 
scenery. 

It was around noon now and mellow 
Indian summer. They were jogging 
southward through pleasant country, 
down a wide, prairie-like ’ valley that 
separated the wild and tumbled mass of 
the Trinity Alps from northern Califor¬ 
nia’s Siskiyou Range. 

Early frosts had painted vivid scarlet 
masses where vine maple grew against 
the evergreen slopes. Distant Mount 
Shasta wore a gleaming white crown of 
October snow against the cool, blue sky. 
Bands of fat cattle grazed along the yel¬ 
lowing willows bordering a winding 
creek. 

' From a swampy backwater a flock of 
mallards rose,'circled the riders once, 
decided that they were harmless then 
splashed noisily back into their shallow 
feeding pond again. , 

The dim trail they followed crossed a 
gravelly shallow in the creek and as the 

K rdners slacked rein, to let their horses 
ver their heads and drink, a trail sign 
on the opposite bank reared up and con- 
- fronted them; 

A LL might have gone well with Swap 
—and Whopper if they had not seen 
that sign. They would.have moseyed on, 
uneventfully, finally reaching a balmier 
clime along the lower Sacramento to re¬ 
main for the winter. The fateful sign 
said: 

. BRUSHY BALD, 2 MILES 
“What yuh reckon ‘Brushy Bald’ is, a 
town or a hair tonic?” speculated Swap 
as he' squinted at the sign. ’ 

“Never heerd of it. But it won’t take 
long tub find out.” > 

So they splashed across and the trail 
led them toward a long ridge, scarred 
by an old burn. 

Rounding the foot of the ridge, they 
. sighted a road, a clump of tall locusts, a 
. windmill - and fenced, plowed fields. 
Nearing that evidence of human habita¬ 
tion, they saw a small building with a 
faded sign on its tall false front that 
said: - 
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. BRUSHY BALD STORE & POST OFFICE 
Angus McWhortle; Prop.* 5 -*v 

On beyond were ranchhouses, pas¬ 
tures and a small schoolliouse. ■' 

"Ain’t exackly a thfivin’ metropolis,” 
grunted Whopper. 

"Things ain’t changed much hear- 
abouts .since pioneer times, I reckon," ; 
said Swap. "Figger it’s worth a look- 
see?" 

Whopper ran a thumb inside his lopse 
belt and grew acutely conscious of his 
gnawing hunger. A look of crafty cun¬ 
ning crept into his eyes. Swap saw it 
and added/hastily: 

"That store don’t interest us none." 

“Don’t it?” 

"Not even if it' was Monkey-Saw- 
bucks’main emporium.” ' . 

"Why don’t it?" ' 

“Yuh fergot we're plumb busted?" 

Whopper gave his levlpants a deter¬ 
mined hitch. 

"Listen, Swap! How long d’yuh ex¬ 
pect Mister McWhortle’d git along with¬ 
out that big front?" 

“Big fronts need somethin’ behind 

'em;'”: ' - 

The insinuation didn’t faze Whopper. 
He ejected tobacco juice confidently, 
cocked his loppy hat at a jaunty angle. 

“The less yuh got, the more yuh need 
a big, bold front," he stated, "Now try 
to look important and leave the talk to 

m*.” ' 

-'With that Whopper kneed the cheese- 
colored roan ahead. Swap sighed de¬ 
spairingly and trailed after him. Whop¬ 
per had the gift of gab, no doubt about 
that. Further,-he was a slick liar. He 
lied so glibly- that sometimes he got to 
believing himself. - 

But then, drifters who lived by their: 
w-i'ts had to take chances. H they wanted 
to eat. So Swap hoped for the best as 
he^feared the worst. 

They dismounted at the hitchrack and 
Swap followed his shabby but swagger¬ 
ing pardner into the Brushy Bald Store 
and Post Office. 

Behind the: counter they saw a man 
weighing a package of something on a 
scales with his hand on top of it. As the 
-dope bahgpd shut -he shot a phick'flook 
fit thelii. He had a small, sharp - face 


hemmed iii by sandy tassel-whiskers and 
a pair- of small, round-ears that clung 
tightly like clams to the side of his nar¬ 
row head. 

That face quick-froze Swap's bud¬ 
ding hopes. It was the face of a man 
hard to deal , with', especially, on a credit 
basis. 

“Howdy, friend," Whopper greeted 
loudly. “I'm expectin’a batch of mighty 
important mall.” 

His intention was to impress Angus 
McWhortle. But the effort had no ap¬ 
parent effect. 

"Name’?" barked the other, taking the 
package from the scales and marking up 
the price with a red crayon. 



"Perfessor Whaley." 

Swap blinked. Professor of what, he 
wondered. The learned title didn’t fit 
his nervy pardner. If ignorance were 
bliss, Whopper should be the happiest 
man alive. Angus McWhortle took short', 
brisk steps to a honeycomb of mail boxes 
up by the front window, poked a hand 
into one and fetched out a thick packet. 
He crackled in a quick, jerky voice: 

“Here she be, Professor.” 

W HOPPER’S long jaw sagged. He 
never wrote letters and never re¬ 
ceived any, 

“Sh-shore it ain’t a mistake?" he 
stammered. 

"Nope, And\ it’s a- C.O.D., for seven¬ 
teen dollars and thutty-two - cents." 
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That staggered Whopper.. He swayed 
to a showcase and leaned limply against 

“Wh-what’s inside?” he blatted;. 

Angus McWhortle banged the packet 
against the edge of the counter-sharply. . 

“Books, I’d say.” '■ 

“Books? Wh-what kind o’ books?” 
Not that Whopper cared. He was only 
trying to talk'himself out of the mess 
he had talked himself into. 

McWhortle tore off a corner of the 
wrapper and peered, 

“One thick book, two thin books, Pro¬ 
fessor Bailey.” - 

“Hold on, friend, the name ain’t 
Bailey, it’s—” . 

Just then the cloor burst open and the 
pardhers were aware of the gusty pres¬ 
ence of a red-faced man as big as a barn. 
He also smelled like a barn. He was 
barely in time to hear McWhortle ad¬ 
dress Whopper as “Professor.” He made 
a rush. Whopper shied 1 and tried to 
dodge: but was cornered against the 
showcase.' 

The newcomer Walloped him; on the 
back so hard that Whopper gulped and 
swallowed his chew; 

“Gol-blamed glad you decided to 
come, : Professor Bailey!” he exploded 
enthusiastically. “About gave you up, 
that’s what!” • 

As he uttered this hearty welcome, the 
barn-sized party extended, a long arm 
across the counter, past McWhortle and 
to the post office bulletin board beside 
the mail boxes. On the bulletin board 
were the usual notices seen in country 
post offices—-photo posters of wanted 
fugitives, notices of land sales and graz¬ 
ing leases, and other oddments of public 
interest. 

.One of these notices he jerked down, 
half crumpled it and and dropped it on 
the counter. Then he clamped hold of 
Whopper by a skinny arm and steered 
him put of the store. - . 

Choking from the plugcut stuck in 
his throat; Whdpper gibbered breath¬ 
less, wordless; protests. The big man 
whacked him on the_ back again, so hard 
that Whopper’s hat flew off, 

Swap gave a frantic look at the ripped 
notice on the counter and his eyes-wid¬ 
ened as he read it through: : 


. unfilled vacancy 


: Whopper’s opportunity to face the fu¬ 
ture on the squat had miraculously ar¬ 
rived. Swap snatched up the notice and 
skittered after his pardner and his 
beaming captor. 


CHAPTER II 


A Job at Last 


/_’A HE hearty party who was 
H r evidently the barn-sized 
j Bill Barnes was boosting 
SB LI pale, protesting Whopper 
into the cab of a battered 
; red pickup truck. Swap 
£ grabbed Big Bill’s sleeve. 
He turned with a puzzled 
scowl, one broad foot on the 
running board. 

“Who in blazes are you, young feller ?” 
growled Big Bill. 


., .lopper supplied the answer. 

“He—he’s my helper t” he warbled. 
“And right now I shore need help I” 

* Big Bill lowered his foot from the 
running board and sized Swap up with- 
put warmth. 

• “Seems like you’re importanter than 
I'thought you was, Professor.” he rum¬ 
bled. thoughtfully, “what with bringin’ 
side help along with you.” 

“He goes along wherever I -go!” 
Whopper yammered wildly, trying to 
climb down out of the cab seat. 

, “Sure, sure-if you say so, Professor,” 
Big Bill Barnes grunted grudgingly, 
shoving Whopper mack with "a broad 
hand. He was still unsure of Swap’s 
status. “Didn’t count on two of you, but 
tv if you say so. Git in, Insignifl- 

it.” 


cant. 


Swap spryly eluded the other man’s 
sweeping embrace. ' 

“Where we headin’?” he asked anx¬ 
iously. ,' 

‘ “Mile or so.” 

“Then I’ll foller along with the 
bosses.” 

- Jerking a nod. Big Bill crammed him¬ 
self behind the 1 steering wheel and 
started, ; . 
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the cheese-colored 
Swap lopedfhe bay-sorrel 
#»ke' of the truck. It turned w.at 
open gate and down a bumpy lane to an- 
unna’inted ranchhouse that had a toe¬ 
hold on a .bleak, rooky slope ■ovepMoklug 
slabrslded outbuildings, corrals and 
cattle-dotted pastureland. 

“Here's where you put up, ” an¬ 
nounced Big Bill. “From now on.” 

Whopper stayed glued to the pickup 
seat until Big Bill added: 

“We're just in time for dinner. G’mon 
in and. meet Missus B.” .. ■ 

Whopper sniffed, smelled beef stew 
and hopped to the ground. At the 


),pper, “meet the new schoolteacher, 
it, Brpf, and grab at the vittles.” 

T HE Invitation ty>, light was unneces¬ 
sary. Whopper’s long legs folded 
and he collapsed into a chair. Him, a 
schoolteacher! 

“M-igosh I” he croaked. “M-must be 
some m-mistake!” 

“Professor Whaley ain’t up on the 
three R’s,” protested Swap. 

“Me neither,” said Big Bill, dipping 
into the beef stew. "All I know is three 
are a crowd. Dig in, anyhow, Sprout.’ 

Whopper recovered sufficiently from 
his shock to swing his legs under the 


and bopped to toe ground. yi-um- ma sw w /"‘V.® T“ , 

lseof food, his alarm at this mysterious table, reach for the bowl of .stew and 
' start ladling the. big, meaty hunks out 
onto his plate, • , 

So far as his education extended, the 
three. R’s stood for riding, roping and 
restingrup. He couldn’t add to ten with¬ 
out taking his hands out of his pockets. 
He couldn’t parse, a parsnip. He thought 
syntax was the revenue stamp on ’a 
bottle of hooch and that a verb root was 
something you went to a dentist to get 
pulled out. As a fount of knowledge, 
Whopper was a slow drip. 

Big Bill Barnes ate fast and devoted 
his exclusive attention to eating.. But 
when he had finished, he’shoved , back 
and shook himself a porcupine quill 
toothpick out of a narrow-necked hot 
sauce bottle. ‘ ■' 

“As chairman of the Brushy Bald 
school board,” he began, “I know it don't 


seizure abated a little. 

• “We’ll unsaddle and be right -in," he 
told their host. ■ „„ 

At a corral gate, Swap and. Whopper 
held hurried confab. 

“Me, I'm for tootlin’ away from here 
right now I” Swap whispered hoarsely. 
“C’mon!” . \ , : 

“Before we eat? That’d be awful im- 
perlite!” « 

“Take a look at this! cried Swap, 
producing the crumpled notice. 

Whopper read, lips moving, with the 
effort.. -- 

-Swap shuddered. “Looks like you,got 
tra®ped.lnto a job !” ■ - . . 

Whopper fanged off a hunk of ping- 
cut and rubbed his stubbly jaw as he 
estimated the situation. Another whiff 
from the ranchhouse kitchen brought 
Mm- to -a.'decisiQm 


scnooi DOftXW, he 

m . w take a lot of brains to teach young brats. 

“If I :kin start in when that three Not that I’m running down brains, Pro- 

iths vacation on pay begins, it ■*- t> -" 1 —i« *a haw* 

y, -—j ——said. 


It. 


it be a good ■ r ^ w ^— v , 

It don’t say what the job-1% Swap 
* “Mebbe you ain’t cut out for 


‘‘Only one wav.to find Out. Wonder if 
there’s dumplin’s in that stew? ’ 

Still agitated, Swap tagged Ms Man 
and hungry pardner to the house jmd 
ifito a w.arm kitchen full of-, inviting 
smells that rose from a set-mid wait¬ 
ing table. A woman, with back tunned 
to#ena, was in the pantry cutting a .b:lg, 
thick pumpkin pie into three huge 
wedges. Big Bill Barnes sat at themed 
of the table,. thrusting a red-checkered 

^“Ma.’^hc 1 boomed, pointing a fork at 


isor. Brains is useful things to have. 
They fertilize the roots of the hair and 
what not. This pertickler job takes 
mpre’n brains.” ...» 

Whopper swallowed the last hunk of 
stew meat whole. , 

“Wh-what else, fer instance? he in- 


‘Well, the youngsters aroiind here, 

K re purty groWed-up for their age. 

pin’ learning into the cranlaL cavi¬ 
ties of young Brushy Balders comes 
under the head of dangerous callin’s.” 

“Wh-what happened to the last school¬ 
teacher?” piped Swap-, palely pushing 
away h>is' pie, uneaten. 

“Yeah, tell us about it,” wheezed 
Whopper, reaching for more pie. 
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“Well, he suffered a .slight touch. of.. 
rigor mortis/’ Big Bill Barnes admitted. 

“Thing like that kin git to be chronic,” 
Whopper mumbled through a mouthful 

of pfe. . ' Vl 

‘Tut don’t let it utprry you none. A1-, 
though I wish this here assistant pen¬ 
wiper you brung along was a few sizes 

Chopper washed down-the last of the 
pie with a swig of coffee; His hunger 
appeased, his thoughts turned from fbod 
to flight. He dimly realized that there 
were good reasons why the Brushy Bald 
schoolteaching job was an unfilled 


The occupational hazards were about 
the same as lion taming, raising rattle¬ 
snakes or pounding dynamite. The time 
had come for some fancy side-stepping. 
He lurched to .his feet with the support 
of his chair back and eased his belt out 
a few notches. „ it 

“There’s lust one thing, B-Brother 
B-Bames,” he managed to say, “that 
don’t attrack me tun this here posi¬ 
tion.” , , , 

Big Bill spit but his toothpick and 
clouded up. 

“Look here, you ain’t backln outl he 
declared firmly. “I been to a heap of 
trouble and some expense too, -.gittm 
somebody to lam lessons into, our cornin’ 
generation 1” . 

“It—it’s just that I’m too scrup’lus 
to take pay for that three months vaca¬ 
tion,” Whopper lied feebly. . 

“It’s customary, Professor/’ 

“When is if customary for the vaca¬ 
tion to start.?” Whopper inquired hope¬ 
fully. “Along about now?” 

“School opens now. Tomorrow. 
Whopper swallowed hard. It was 
going to take all-his talent of evasion to 
wiggle out of this. . 

The first difficulty was to separate 


COMING SOON! 
e 

BUTTES AND 
• SADDLES 

Another Swap and Whopper Novelet 
By SYL MacDOWlU 


himself from Big Bill’s presence. He 
had a sudden bright idea. He snapped 
kls fingers, as though remembering 
something. 

“Migosn, I plum fergot to bring along 
them books f-rrom the p-post office 1" he 
exclaimed, grabbing his hat; and start¬ 
ing fbr the door. 

For a big man, Barnes moved very 
fast. He reached the exit a jump ahead 
of Whopper, in time to blockade it. 

"Save yourself. Professor,” he said, 
planting a hand against Whoppers 
wishbone. “Let your nelper fetch ’em.” 

“You bet!" chirped Swap, bee-lining 
for liberty. A sudden unhappy thought 
halted him. He had forgotten about that 
G.O.D., for $17.82. - 

“When does Whop—the Perfessor, I 
mean—start collectin' his pay?” he 
asked. _ 

“Soon as the county taxes is collected; 

Why?”.; . ... ' .. 

fT WAS no time to divulge the barren 
M state of their finances. Or was it? 
Big Bill settled the doubt for him. 

“What with free room and board and 
a complimentary lot in the local ceme¬ 
tery throwed in, the Prof Won’t need 
money,” he pointed out. “As for the 
teachln’ end of the job, most Brushy 
Balders are first-graders, so books ain’t 
nbeded.” : ' , ' 

Whopper refrained from mentioning 
that* he hadn’t got along as far as the 
first grade. He was thinking about 
. something else. About the cheese-colored 
roan, the open road and how far he could 
get from Brushy Bald before the school 
term started tomorrow. 

“B-Brother B-Barnes,” he burbled, 
“I hanker for a looksee at the local 
temple of laming. W-where is it at?” - 

The other man rubbed his handB to¬ 
gether pleasedly. , 

“Mighty glad you’re takin’ such a 
Interest,” he declared heartily. 

Whopper .fingered his moist brow and. 
breathed again; 

“Saddle up,” he said, waggling a hand 
at Swap, who hesitated on the doorstep, 

“It’s in easy walkin’ distance,” stated 
Big Bill. “I’ll go along.” 

Again he wrapped his powerful hand 
round Whopper’s bony arm and steered 



CHAPTER III 


• The Adverbial Claws 



THE 8$ BRAND . . 77 

munity in the State," was Big Bill’s, dis¬ 
couraging answer. “Only weakness 
amongst' the juvenile element is between 
^ the ears. They don’t know a vaccination 
RUSHY BALD district mark from a quotation mark, 
.schoolhouse stood on a “Culture bounces often their heads 
hump of ground. between like bullets often a rock. They, think 
the Barnes ranch and An- ' grammar is made up of proper nouns 
gus McWhortle’s s t o r e, and cusswords, that a adverbial clause 
Back quite a way from the scratches like a bobcat, a preposition is , 
business deal, and metaphor's: are 


McWhortle’s store, 
jack quite a way from the 
road. Tt was a one-room 
affair on a bare, fenced-in 
acre. It was painted a-. 
hygienic white with a small bell cupola 
on top and a flagpole in front. 

Barnes’ attention was drawn to the 
base of the. pole, where it was hacked 
halfway through. 

“Got to git that fixed.’’ 

“H-how’d it happen?” Whopper 
grind. • •- ' . 

"Pack of young cut-ups must have 
treed the last teacher and .axed him 
down,” ruminated Big. Bill. “Like a 
danglin’ participle. Let’s look inside.” 

He herded Whopper in front Of him. 
There was an- array, of empty seats, 
blackboards and, up"ih front on a raised 
platform,,=the teacher’s desk.. With ink 
splashes' on the wall- behind it, mutely 
eloquent .of the playful ways of tender- 
aged but .overgrown country pupils. < 

Whopper."Wobbled to the teacher’s 
chair and’ sank into it. 


shooting stars. So don’t worry none 
about that vacation-on-pay. You’ll earn 
it, Professor.” 

Whopper’s lean jaw was - working fast. 
His thoughts clung to the epidemic idea. 
That seemed the most promising way 
out of this dilemma. 

As he pondered, he saw the birdshot 
in the chair. Tenderly he rubbed the 
perforated aftef parts'of his levis where 
the stinging shotgun charge had over¬ 
taken him. 

Then the inspiration came, like a 
blinding flash. 

“Smallpox!” He almost yelled it. 

Big Bill Barnes "was startled. 

“What’s that?” he yelled back. 

“I—I feel like I was bein’ took down 
with smallpox!” babbled Whopper. 

The other man looked at him search- 
ingly. 

-You don’t seem put out about it,” 
he observed. “Fact is, I’d say you seem 


He rose instantly with an anguished plum jubilated. Showin’ any syrap- 
yowl, clapping a hand to the most-used toms ?” 

part of his levipants. He saw, then, the "“Showin’ ’em—no,” Whopper stated 
shgrp-pbintedt&cks, modestly. “That is, not to nobody but 

Young Brushy Raiders had arranged a doctor. But yuh wouldn’t want to take 
preliminary,- Welcome' for the new chances anyhow, would yuh, B-Brother 


teacher. He .also observed that he had 
shed a few .pellets of birdshot in his hur¬ 
ried return to the perpendicular. 

“One thing/’' chuckled Big Bill,, “you 
won’t find' this job dull. Hope you’re 
fond of kids, Professor.” 

Whopper with a muifled groan 
reached for his plugcut and solaced him¬ 
self with a bulging cheekful. 

He could think of a lot of things in¬ 
cluding smallpox, that he was fonder of 
but didn’t mention them. 

“If a epidemic sprung,up around here 


B-fial'nes? On a schoolteacher who 
might have a touch of smallpox?” 

“Sfeems like you got took awful sud¬ 
den,” Big Bill reflected sourly. 

Swap was jolted for a moment by 
what Whopper had said. But he was , 
onto him now. » 

The motive for this bald lie stood out 
as plain as a harness-shed in a fog. The 
motive was to get away from Brushy 
Bald before school opened, and to re¬ 
move any objections on the part of the 
public-spirited Bill Barnes to his imme- 


betWe'en now and tomorrow^, it’d be a diate departure. 

th4t R UT.. Bls B«;™ Aro an SS »« 2r .. 

-“3?hjs.-is .the, healthiest doggone* com- MB 


balked. In these days of'scarcity, 
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including schoolteachers, he clung'to 
•What' he had. Once again he clamped 
his iron grip on Whopper's arm. 

“What you’ve got. Professor,”, he 
stated With cheerful confidence, “is a 
simple case of indigestion. With a few 
hives throwed-in, maybe, from overeat¬ 
ing. And I know what to do for that.” 

“Wh-what.?” 

“I’ll just_.tr ot .you yonder to Angus 
McWhortle’s. He’s got a big stock of 
hoipe remedies. We’ll dose yuh up good 
and heavy.” . ; . - 

All at once Whopper really did look 
sick. Of all places, the Brushy Bald 
store, and post office was'the very last 
where he* wanted to go. He tried to sag 
into the chair again, regardless of the 

But Big Bill hoisted him erect, and 
steered him outside. 

"All you need is a big slug of cow 
salts,” Barnes assured him. "you’ll be 
fit as a fiddle by tomorrow. Grab his 
other arm there, substitute.” 

Swap grabbed. They marched the 
wilted Whopper past the chopped flag¬ 
pole, out of the schoolyard and across 
fields in the direction of the McWhortle 
store. Big Bill oozed optimism as they 
went. „ . , 

"Whatever ails you, Professor, we’ll 
head it off/’ he said. "Till vacationtime, 
anyhow. Then you can have all the 
blamed diseases and disorders you 
want.” 

When they ■ reached the store, push¬ 
ing Whopper inside, McWhortle was 
marking merchandise up another notch. 
He allowed himself to be interrupted 
while Big Bill explained their errand. 

The storekeeper ran an eye over the 
lean, draggly pardner, . 

“He’s foundered and has got heaves, 
not hives," he declared. “I’ve got just 
the thing for that.'” 

He reached a tall, round bottle down 
from a shelf, sleeved the dust off it and 
squinted at the directions on the label. 

"It' says, ‘one small dipperful every 
two hours until symptoms' disappear.’ 

"Migosh, a dipperful!” wailed Whop¬ 
per.- ‘(Wh-what is it?" 

“Castor oil,” said McWhortle, grasp¬ 
ing the cap and unscrewing it. “Good 
ole . standby for man or beast s You’ll 
feel better in no time.” 


“I—I feel better already!” Whopper 
blurted. "Yesslr, I feel so good I reckon 
Tdon’t need no medicine! Just f-fresh 
air!” 

He stampeded toward the door. 

“Hev, you^ forgot something I” Mc¬ 
Whortle. sang out, reaching for the 


C.O.D. package. 

"How could he fergit something, not 


knowin’ anything?” cried Swap. I 

It was time for the plain truth. It 
was time to tell Big Bill Barnes, with a 


witness present, that Whopper wasn’t a 
professor. That he wasn't; a school- 


teacher. That he wasn’t anything much. 
That the two of them were Innocent vic¬ 
tims of a simple mistake. That they— 

The door was flung open 'just as 
Whopper reached it. He clashed head-on 
with a baldish, spectacled man wearing 
a wing collar* string tie and frock coat 
and carrying a traveling bag. 

The force of their collision sent the 
bag out of the newcomer’s hand. It 
banged against the door and flew open, 
spiffing out its contents—a .pint of 
whisky, a pair of socks and a thin, worn 
book. . 

Hurled backward by the unexpected 
impact, the man in the frock coat rocked 
on his heels, then toppled and sat in .a 
bin of apples. His wing collar had floWn 
open and his spectacles had slid to the 
tip of his nose. Otherwise undisturbed, 
he. gazed owliehly at those present over 
the top of them. 

Big Bill Barnes barged forward, 
picked up the scattered articles and re- * 
turned them to the bag. All but the 
book. That he held at arm’s length and 
scrutinized it. It was a much-used Mc- 
Guffey’s first reader. A change stole over 
him. : . 

"Who are you, stranger?” he inquired 
in ar voice that sizzled like a lighted 
fuse. - 


W IGGLING more comfortably into 
the apple bin, the other man 
swung his legs, selected a rosy-cheeked 
Newton Pippin, polished it on his thigh, 
took a popping bite and mumbled : 

“If A'had seven apples to divide 
evenly with? B and C, watsa—hie—an¬ 
swer?” - 

“Applesauce,” snorted McWhortle. 

- Big Bill fluttered the pages of. the first 
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reader in hlg thick ____ — 

scowling at. a name penned on .the fry 
leaf; 

“It says here/’ he suddenly exploded, 
“‘Professor Jchahod Bailey !’” 

The arrival nested deeper in the 
apples, rested an elbow on the edge of 
the bin and took another juicy bite. 


. 3SIIE 3jt, BRAND 
until he wag corralthatheld'their horses. 

A ~~ pig Bill hobbled out, like a bear 

dragging a trap. 

“Stop or I’ll rub your head in the dirt, 
like grating a nutmeg!” he bawled. 

That inducement only upped Whop¬ 
per’s getaway to jackrabbit speed. Big 
Bill swore and kicked, the satchel flew 


“Backward- oh backward—hie—turn- off of his foot and soared onto the roof 



mg, bag 


of the store porch. At a lumbering, lope 
he started. He got up steam as he went. 

His massive legs lashed like the pis¬ 
tons of a freight locomotive. In about 
the second quarter-section he closed in 
on Swap. The little pardner felt the 
pursuer’s breath on the back of his neck. 
One more jump and Big Bill would be 
on him. He clamped his hat on tight, 
mindful of the nutmeg threat. 

Then Barnes, blowing like a whale, 
barged past him. He wasn’t? after small 
fry.. Now Swap tail-ended in this 
strange race. He could have tootled for 
the hills, up across the bald, brushy bum 
and into the primitive wilderness of the 
Trinity Alps. 

But liberty wasn’t worth much with¬ 
out his horse; To put his freedom on a 
permanent basis, He had to reach the 
Barnes corral and clamp onto his bay- 
sorrel. So he kept going. 

__ _ _ _... Whopper, naturally, had the same 

Whopper’s. He was built for idea. He reached the lane that turned 
.. - •* ~ — into the Barnes homeplace and turned. 

There was a culvert that spanned a 
muddy irrigation ditch. The planking 
was wet and slick- Whopper’s stirrup- 
ever it was, he entirely - smooth bootsoles slipped. He pin- 
overlooked'the open travel- wheeled and took a wild header into the 
the floor in front of him. - ditch. He was crawling out, pawing 

-i- nvMnn’UAAl -I if * T'h A/v rr VllO fortfl XXrVl on R1 O’ 


in thy. flight,” he recited with a merry 
. wink, “make me a—hie—boy again jegs- 
feranight.” 

Angus. McWhortle allowed himself a 
quick look at the name on the C.O.B, 
package. - 

“Welcome to Brushy Bald and do. you 
happen to have seventeen dollars'and 
thirty-two cents in even change?” he 
bdskly asked the man in the apple bin. 

Whopper’s desire for. fresh air be¬ 
came an overwhelming urge. He legged 
it for the" door again. Big Bill Barnes 
tore after him.. 

“Hold on, you split infinitive!” he 
roared. • 


CHAPTER IV 


. / : . Simple As ABC 


ETTING out of places in a 
. hurry was a specialty of 
‘ * w ' ‘ He was built" 


v it, But Big-Bill Barnes was 
not. Also, in his grim 


singleness of purpose or 
sjngle-purposeness, Which- 


Ohe .broad foot smashed into it. ‘The 
lid closed around his shin. He stumbled 
and' hit the edge of the half-open door 
noge first,' . 

Now that a quick exodus was so time¬ 
ly, Swap didn’t intend to be left behind. 

He leaped like a bobcat making for the 
roof of a henhouse, and hit Big'BiJPs 

broad back running. He crossed the ---— -- . , T . 

obstruction that bridged his way to.free- was coated generously withmud. It 
dom and cleared the store porch at . a would take Barnes some time to grate a 
jump. greased nutmeg. 

He wished that he had left the cheese- Swap finished the last lap into the 
colored roan- and the bay-sorrel at .the ranch premises and gabbled hoarse self- 
hitchrail, as he scooted under it and congratulations as he saw the horses 
puttered after Whopper, who was dash- dozing, by a feed-rack in the corral. 
Umibstek’ fo the Barnes place ahd 1 the Their saddles and few forlorn posses- 


slime and ooze from his face when Big 
Bill landed on him. 

Swap dodged past them as Big Bill 
sat on Whopper with the solid satisfac¬ 
tion of a hog on a yamhill. Being a man 
of his word, Barnes set about doing 
exactly What he had promised. 

Whopper uttered muffled yowls. It 
was fortunate that his scraggly skull 


. , XHKILUNG WS&nOft 

to make a »-orld'»' i Sro!d for'haste’h! S®hni5*d“”5? hi t® ta * he b * ck 

ssswr* ^ ""** **■* B /^ss&'asfast-™, 

Within a few short feet of it he came 2$°*} „ fl , **Han to incubate 

to an uncertain stop. Hie gabble of S" hatch nut l!Sf H S h °I>^ that it would 
ness turned to a calamltous cS h‘d had lato^Bei!?^°“ e ™°W°* 

a^ Warreied ehStgan S?;' ^S&SS&^JSSi££St 

q « fL5V5H)ftlA-1) flflliHtr IaaV 

Swap knew; this person, only slightly. 

He had no desire to extend, the brief 
acquaintance. Here was the trigger- 
touchy chicken rancher, v owner of the 
land the pardners had unintentionally 
trespassed. 

“Anybody found around here after 
dark will be found, around here from 
then on,” the owner of the land had 
said. 


assume a guilty look. 

“It just goes to show that a'man don’t 
never know who his friends are, don’t 
it l he sighed. 

little 6 ^ rancher ’ s shotgun dropped a 

“What’re you gettin’ at?” he de¬ 
manded. • : - 

“Can’t even tell what his neighbor is 

_ up to, a feller can’t,” murmured Swap, 

^There was no mistaking the purpose S & an & ^ ° Ut of fl COriler 

K. ttocSdbShssyss- wh * f '■** 

hevraa tot^esuer-iookii^Hriooked peruus' > Mister Barnes' 1 if iCe h .W" 

#HspSS: 

“Lookee here, mister, this is a—-a' sadiv “SUfmJ *’ he l ta }1. d 
mistake! We never that is, I aln’t^-U CfiftT' 1 “ 4 ‘° 

arwraSrSf 

trymiy hanTL wing-shoothi’.”^ t0 ' of ' aU&ne th** 1 ® d !Tf ti< S 

“But listen!” ot the lane that led from the road, front 

“And don’t deny that you stole srosh^ wS • n l so ^ n< !i of t V rmoil drifted, 
knows how many eggs, f been minin’ voi& ^BigBm Barnet unmistakab,e 
plenty eggs lately. Been in the lookout Th* hl% hSrS^ 1- i 
for you egg rustlers.” ' , f,] 16 , hard-boiled chicken rancher 

,„S« p 'a ey« .roved, frantically 

E S e the shoS P1I W the bl A ghtln ^ h moment later and swung saddle onto 

■srgsrs&fJ; &aae- 
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tbf--3R brand 

told a lie, not really. The suspicious ' talizing nearness of the hills, 
nature-- of Angus* McWhoMe’s cousin- on, explain 1" shouted Barnes, 

had needed onjy a little priming. holding the egg man up by the collar, 

Now Was the time for Swap and “M-Mistir McWhortle, he don'tlook 
Whopper to remove themselves -from interested,” Swap quavered. 

Brushy Bald and vicinity, before Big “Tell him what was in that egg crate !’ 
Bill and Angus McWhortle’s cousin un- Big Bill croaked in the voice of a giant 
Scrambled their egg misunderstanding, bullfrog, “or I’ll make a plural out of 
Away from the Barnes ranch Swap you!” 

sparted, thecheese-colored roan at-rein’s ' , , T , , , . 

^ WAP didn't know. He hadn’t in- 

» £ . . 


end. 


: Big Bill and the egg rancher stood 
face to face, in a red-hot cussing contest. 

Whopper picked himself up out of the 
mud. He squished and sloshed to the 
fence, where he propped himself against 
a post. He was pretty messy, hardly 
aware of his little pardner’s rescue ap¬ 
pearance, until Swap let out a screech. 

“Hey, Whopper! Let’s brush up on 
our geogerphy!” 

Whopper leaped and hit leather. For — - - 

one who was soaked and still had some Whortle, who looked like 
lead in his pants, he was as active' as a dipped-alligator. 
transitive verb. / “Here we go again, Big Bill said. 

At this moment, his vocabulary ex- “Name the contents of that egg crate, 
hausted, the egg man poked Big Bill in loud and plain, so Whang here 11 be 
the middle with the shotgun muzzle. Big convinced!” 

Bill batted the weapon aside. His other . If-not eggs,\what did the crate con- 
hand Wrapped around his neighbors tain? Swap shuddered and groped for 
neck, to wring it as he would a fryer’s, an answer. ' 

But McWhortle was too tough.a.bird “N-nutmegs?” he ventured. 


spected the crate. His eyes were- 
glued in a horrified stare at Barnes’ 
slippery finger, groping inside the trig¬ 
ger guard. 

“Eggs,” Swap guessed. 

The instant he uttered the word, Big 
Bill dunked Whang McWhortle and held 
his head under, so he couldn't hear. 

“You better make a better guess than 
that!” he gritted. “Now try again.” 

He hoisted the limp, wheezy Mc- 
. chocolate-^ 


for that. He kicked Barnes in the shin 
with a brass-toed boot. Barnes whooped, 
they swapped.wallops, tangled--and fell 
onto the'cuivert, rolled and plopped into 
the ditch; - 

"C’mon, let’s scratch graven -gib¬ 
bered Swap. 

But he tight-reined the bay-sorrel in 
\ mijd-leap, bringing it to an air-pawing 
halt. For a globe vaguely Recognizable 
as Big Bill‘Barnes rose, his arm went to 
the shotgun lying oh the culvert and he 
aimed it at Swap. 

“Just" one gol-darned minute,- you 
. little, whizzr-ant-!” he /spluttered. “Ex¬ 
plain to Whang McWhortle, here,, just 
What’s inside that egg crate in my pick- 
ii>p!’’ » 

Whopper felt that the forthcoming 
discussion didn’t concern him. He acted 
accordingly. -He departed so fast that 
his slim shadow had a hard time keeping 
up with him. -- 


Once again McWhortle was doused in 
the ditch. 

“My patience is wearin’ thin, Big 
Bill said ominously, lifting the shotgun 
to an aim. “I give you one more try.” 

Once more McWhortle was hoisted. 
He looked to be in good shape to be con¬ 
vinced, though his interest in the sub¬ 
ject was definitely diminishing. He 
wriggled feebly and sneezed. 

Swap stared at the shotgun muzzle 
and knew that he had better be right 
this time. He ran a hand across his 
beaded brow and wished that the highly 
imaginative Whopper was there to help 
him out. He looked down the road 
again, saw a puff of dust that was his 
pardner. 

H.e saw something else. Somebody on 
foot was waggling, along the road, com¬ 
ing towards them. He recognized Pro¬ 
fessor Bailey, gnawing on something as 
he made his weaving, approach. Swap’s 


Swap flung a despairing look at his- eyes' fluttered back to Big Bill Barnes- 
-■ ■’ ■ **—-=*»*- - .an.d;.the shotgun. 


^ vanisliLing -par.clrier, past-bim to the'tan- 
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U r^^}v ^u^ r ^j *5£ nz *?$l?* . , ' ' About the seventh jump, the shotgun 
tth«Mfiv re w sh°uted. Big Bill- trium- bdbmed behind him. He ducked as his 
phantly. He gave McWhortle a reviving hatbrlm flopped from the concussion 
shajce. Hear that, Whang? That crate and wadding sailed past him. He 
held apples, not eggs. Apples that I caught a fleeting look at Professor 
bought from Angus. You can ask him!” Bailey as he* passed. The foolish grin 

He filing his soggy neighbor On the on the face of Brushy Bald's next school- 
ditcjf bank and hauled himself-up onto teacher faded as the apple leaped out of 
the culvert. ’ ■' _ his hand. 

“That proves I never hi-jacked no hen After a brief but suspenseful interval) 
fruit and wasn't in cahoots with nobody the shotgun boomed again. Swap didn’t 
who did," Big Bill«vowed. “Ain’t that wince this time. He wasn’t worried any 
right, you—you half-portion of minus more about anything. The bay4iorrel 
nothin’?” - was in full stride. 

It seemed high time to close the sub- Soon he Would be far away from the 
ject, Swap decided. The message Brushy Bald school district and all edu- 
traveled from his brains to his heels, national perils and with-Whopper, be- 
Which dug deep and hard into the bay- fore that load of shot could even catch 
sorrel’s ribs. up with him. • 
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T HREE great top-flight novels by three world-famous Writers in the Summer issue of TRIPLE 
WESTERN! They are—BEAR PAW RANGE, by CHARLES ALDEN SELTZER; POWDER 
SMOKE, by JACKSON GREGORY, and THE TENDERFOOT, by W. H. B. KENT These 
outstanding novels ate packed with walloping thrills—all winners! TRIPLE WESTERN, on 
sale everywhere, is a big 19<$'page value at 25c pet copy! 


F UNNIER than ever] Tombstone Jones and Speedy Smith are up to then old tricks inthe ^ 
July EXCITING WESTERN—starring In a rip-roaring novel entitled G0 ?MLCITY 
SHOWDOWN, by W. C. Tuttle. Among other headliners.jn the same issue of EXCIUNO 
WESTERN—a Navajo Raine novelet by Jackson Cole and a quick-trigger action novelet by 
T.W.Pord. / 


S TEVE REESE and his'pards, Hank Ball and Dusty Trail, tackle an exciting mystery of the 
tut! toot of I.ATIGO BASIN, a smashing book-length novel by Hascal Giles 


O range in THE LOOT OF- 

featured in the July issue of RANGE RIDERS WESTERN. 
RANGERS. It’s a humdinger packed with gunsmoke and glory! 


J' 


7 M HATFIELD j the ace of Texas Rangers, goes on the quest of missing r men ‘"JUR 
VANISHING VAQUEROS, complete novel by Jackson Cole tn the July issue of IbXAi 


S OLITAIRE STEVENS, the Whistling Waddy, arid his saddle pard Dismal Day »» starred in. 

TRAIL OF THE TWISTED HORSESHOE, the complete range mystery novel by Donald 
Bayne Hobart featured in July WEST. A grand yarn-with a pair of grand characters! 





FOR BOOTHILL 


By EDWIN K. SLOAT 


Old'Sam Figgen thought a relative was worth a heap more 
. than-mere gold-chat's why he boasted about his nephew1 


VERYBODY in the.county knew, louder lie sang his praises of his orphan. 
.-w»r; of course, that Old Sans Figgen nephew, Jim, down in Texas. 
jMi. had a nephew. Old Sam neverlet * finally Old Sam would be weaving in 
anyone in-hearing distance forgefeit^ the middle of the floor like a white- 
- when he came.down to.^oothill .at the haired giant with a huge, showy spade 
' ' 7oi0oldwater Qanyon'fdrm-e# : for a heard and he d hauh.out Jits, old 

al visit to civilization', 1 which real- Six-shooter. While everyb'ody scuttled 
rieant a visit* to Joe Rack’s-salodn. for his life, Old Sam Would shoot out 
, ‘ ' ' ^ T 11 <- ' ‘ ' . 

■»¥ r - ->is. . - 



At this point Town' M 
Would take a hand. Old. Sam :al 
minded when Brice spok& because 
had ridden the river “ ’ 
when. Brice wouldyteke him acL 
street, and ptehjjn M thei*®@ 4 a 
was merely4fcg.gstub^tio a<pp< 
called hett#;^.element 
cause-Brice never lacked-4ie.q< 


f HRiLLiNQ WESTERN 

jhal ijrieAv each other, then looked away. Joe Back 
ays began to mop up. an imaginary spot on 
Jkebhrtop. \ ■ > 

the matter with yuh keeping 
'.. ~ IPYiie said. 

©an.’L4o -that,” protested the mar- 
^^Fhlrgls-iOhly one cell and he’s in 
- e -. - get another- drunk, or 

doa^somettong? Nojy,listen— One of j 



and ■QldwSapi could ’feave- fcakeOld Sam home andput lim 

wanted 1 to go. % . up. -ft^Won’t be long, and the mindtelie 

Next merning Old Sam<would goidvte^ oan^vePyuh: couldn’t keep him J»©m : 

da|®geS:i- going back up to Elbow Creek;-He’ll 
wi^^MB^Uffe-atidiitUgMes frteK his- v?makl^fl&ght with yuh.” , > * 

hea-py-ptle^poke. Then .held get a-sttpply %t ain’t the money.”; .Joe Rack 'got 
of -gi'OGeiiies-from Wick’s-generaL-stcTi'er. down and sighted on the imagina^y spot. 
mount old DUikc 4 h^hbrs%;;and g|>4ack Everybody knows he’sjust-packed%itli 
up to his cabin 4n-.©JboW^reek f aeW gofdCdust.. But my old woman would 
miles up Coldwatpr ^Ca-nyon. ./> just ^as-soon I’d bring hon# a,grjzzly . 

But one night Old-Sam tpbk,on:e-drIqk bear as Old Sqm. ft just ai-n^t possible 
too many.. • . _ ' ;>* \ r • ‘at my House.” , ^ ^ 

That-was tbemigHt Marshal Brice^noV “Nor mine either,” .said S.om'eone ' , ' ! '- 

ticed We*two hardcases who.had'ridden “I ! d like a word,” .-put ‘in-.-Willii 

into : toWti. ojt-.the big flats. Old Sam the new owner of the iPitcbfork pi 
didn’t get to the shooting stage. 'Instead “I haven’t been around these parts fpng, 
he lost his .balance, staggered Clear out . but it seems to me I’ve heard OldJSam 
of the saloon? and fell off the porch. - -talk a lot about hisPrphadnephew, J.fc 
Whpn he- tried to get up-, hisileft l§g -Why can’t we send word, to this dim 
- wouldnft. co-operate, »and #--to.0jk three ablaut what’s happened, and asHHfftr to 
men to^arrf .hi®n--ave^to4he jail. Brice Come on for awhile and look alter -Old 
called Doc Sherwood, Who'happened to Sam? ;Maybe h&’lj stay. ,It lqok-s to^me 
beVhome'andicame down right-away.- - like„01d Sam is getting to4hehge yh®re 


‘What’s the verdict, Doc?” Brice 
asked when the medico straightened up. 

“I don’t think the ankle’s broken,” 
Doc Sherwood answered. “Probably it’s 
a. sprain which can be just as bad or 
worse than a fracture. He’ll have, to 
st^y in bed. for awhile,” •< v. 

SAM had begun to snore, so 


© 


he rieqds somebody to look after him. 
The marshal ought to be able to put Old 
Sam up ip the jail till hi$ nephew gets 
here, then we can move him up'to Elbow 
Greek.” 

“Now-jbh'af’s a swell idea!” exclaimed 
Joe- Rack. “It. calls for a house lick. 
Name yore poison, - gents.” 

The boys responded willingly, all 


Marshal Brice covered him-with a: prowdmjt up-to the bar. 


blanket and went back 


the street “Where does this nephew live?” Wil- 


to the saloon. Joe Rack, the podgy liams asked. 

-owner, Was just setting up a drihk : f6r v ’ No orte seemed to know. Joe Rack 
the house as a sort of celebration be- - turned to:Marshal Brice. 


cause there was no damage to repair 
this-time. 

“Doc says Old Sam’s ankle may he 
broken, or at least badly sprained apd 
he’ll- have to stay in bed,” Brice an¬ 
nounced. “My wife’s sister and her two. 
kids are staying:.at my house, so I can’t 
take .him in. Which one of you hombreS 
Wilk.take. caKOi-of .Kirn till he-..can<, get 
around again?” m-zaz* 

. Men shifted, their feet and looked at 


“You ought to know "that,” the saloon 
owner said- "You’ve known Old Sara 
longer than any of us.” 

“I never heard him say,” said Brice. 
“But-1,’11. ask him in the morning.” 

So it was settled and everybody, had 
another drink, this time., on Marshal 
Brice. - - • v - 

Marshal -Brice slept late next morn*’ 
ipgrapdi.it was’.Jo.e-Rack:who woke him. . 
“Gome over to the jail,” said? Rack 
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r.JllfefteailgQr ,ea^er#6arji]y^.p4S-t^:- 
treefand sat-QpWnimitg shade. H<i^PP@d ; 
his fae^afld shivered. - , . - > -, 

“This is a tough countfy T ” he-said, 
“The-sim,burns you and. yuh frejeze'in 
the-shade. ' ; -- ,* -. -V'W 

-Old Sam-chuckled. “That’s right t -and 
ytth freeze worse at night even iri- T Jiune.. 
I’m Sam Figgen, Old S^m most fctlks- 
call me.” 

Theystranger looked hard at him Old. 
Sam- was aware that his young- fhce had- ■ 
a pinched, sharp look as though the- 
stranger had seen too much, of-life, .in 
hig-twenty-years and it hadn’t been good. 
Old. Sam-had seen .a lot of life himself 
and he was a good judge of such things.' 

-‘•I’m- yore, nephew, Jim -Figgen,” jsaid. 
the stranger half\defiantly.. - ' 

“Jim—Jim Figgen,” said Old. Sam 
half to himself. He was silent for a mo¬ 
ment, then he grinned in his v white 
heard and thrust out a big gnarled hand, 

. ‘Thai-right- glad -to see you-, Jim, and 
welcome to Elbow Creek. You couldn’t^ 
h.avve come at a better time, ’cept that if” 
yyh’d cpme a little later -I d be getting 
around better. It’s kind of lonely up 
here in this canyon, and it’s--go©4~to have, 
company.-I hope yuh’II.like it here. 7 
. “Yeh r . I-’ll like it,” said Jim shortly. 
“Does the creek roar like that all the 
time?” . ; 

“Winter and summer. Up. yonder An 
the hills- is a patch of ice called Old 
Stuaw glacier. All summer long the sun 
melts the ice and the water-copies rush¬ 
ing down the canyon -here. Below us a 
niece dt joins' Coldwater creek. This old 
canyon would be mighty dull without 
Elbow Creek to talk to a man and keep 
him from getting Toriely. Come. I’ll show 
yuh. where you sleep, and I’ll fix yuh 
some grub.” *r 

The meal passed in silence. After¬ 
ward Jim seemed restless. Old Sam 
washed the dishes and dried them,.then 
got the big Wooden bucket from the cor¬ 
ner and. hobbled out to the little, log, 
stable, and began to- saddle Duke, 
i “iWRere yuh going?”- asked-Jim who 
trailed him. . • 

; "Just going mpto. the mine.” 

“Mine?” .Jimlsyoie^'was edged with 
excitement. “Where'is it?" , V 
t “.About half a mile up the .creek* It’s 
not a jerking mine? just .an old rshaf4 


in the side of the ridge. Watersee.ps out 
of it, and i^-freezes all winter in the;., 
opening until, come spring, thrice is 
about three feet thick. I can mine ice 
for my .ice box almost all summer.” - 
; Jim wanted to see-it, so he tramped 
along beside. Duke to the abandoned 
shaft. At Sam’s direction he took the 
old ax and chopped enough milky-look- 
ing ice- Jrom' the floor of the tunnel to 
fill, the-big. wooden -bucket, which J)ld ? ' 
Sam balanced in- front of him on the 
pommel of the saddle. SaTm seemed dis¬ 
appointed, and looked all about the place 
before -they started back to theccabin. 

“I found a little dust near that boulder 
one time,” remarked Old Sam a& they 
moved along the creek. 

“Gold?” asked Jim sharply. “How 
much?” : - ■ \ 

'“Two, three ounces maybe. It wasn’t 
much of a haul.” • ' - 

“I’d like to do that,” said Jim. "‘Just 
take a pan and wash out a hatful of 
gold when yuh feel-like it.” 

Old Sam chuckled. “It ain’t that sim¬ 
ple, Jim. First you spot a likely place, 
then you shovel away the sand and mud 
till yuh get down to bed rock. Gold is 
heavier than sand, yuh know, and works 
its way down through it. You pan -out 
the sand on the bedrock and if yuh’re 
lucky m,aybe yuh’H find a pinch'or so of 
dust. It’s -wearing on the muscles and 
the spirit.” • 

Jim shrugged and made no comment. 

TikYEXT morning Old Sam announced 
1.™ that he had to ride down to Foot¬ 
hill'and .get some more grub. He said 
he’d probably be gone all day, and did 
Jim think he could look out for himself? 
There was bacon, and there were pota¬ 
toes in the little outside cellar alhohg the 
rocks just above the cabin. 

“I-I1-,get along fine,” said Jim prompt¬ 
ly. 

So Old Sam rode off down .the trail 
and-left-him,alone inthe cabin. 

When he reached Foothill, Old Jam 
went first to Joe Back’s saloon, hitched 
Dyke to the. porch pest and limped in T 
side. Marshal B.rl.ee'' was.. standing 
propped np-against the wall wate'fifig'd 
blackjack game, 'fie looked Up.' in «sur- 
indfic.' ; 7V-..' : ■ - 



nef; r He -lboftdd out. “Bid % t 

under the-big blue spruce Witt? Ma'haffds sHoMer- man ih a flat voice, 
in his .pockets, staring at the somtoye “Takei what With him?” ■ 

pinis, tHe" fflsKing 'fefOek "and 'the fhngo, wants to khow what the kid took 

. roc^s ^though they Where tETrtgS he” 7 with'him, Al,” Jake said. - 

Wanted to ferrieniber. f ; Al looked at Old, Sam. “It Couldn’t 

They ate in silence; Old Sam .fixed’ have been a poke of gold dust eptild it, 
him Some gtub to take, along fpr a lUhcfi, grandpa?” ' 
and Jim'fnoimted the Deacon horse. He . Old Sam’s thoughts leaped' to the 


shook, hands, wi%. Old Sam. '“So. long, shotgun standing out of sight behind the 
jOfibn kitchen door. But the shotgun was 


Old Sam'watched hiih out of sight ?out of the question.' Then came the 
then, sat down h_eayily bn the bench be- numbing realization that Jim whs. in 
side the cabin door. The canyon seemed . this deal, too, that he’d come firsthand 


mighty" empty now. 

“It’s shore hard,”-.he said aloud to the 
little chipmunk who had come ou't from 
under the cabin and was watching him, 
“to find, my nephew after all these years, 
then lose him again—no matter what 
he’s been.” 

Next day while he Was eating hi| 
solitary dinner Old Sam heard 'Duke 
whinny inquiringly from the barn. Old 
Sam got up .from the table in a hurry 
and limped 6utdo.org;.. .But Jim^ wasn’t 
coming, up the trail. Instead there were 
two stramge horsemen. ^ - 

As they drew near Old' Sam thought 
there was a familiar look about them. 
Then he remembered. They wer& a cou- 


tried to locate the dust for them. That' 
was why the cabin had.been upset when 
Sam returned from Foothill. That wa&‘ : 
why Jim had been so interested'to^ihes 
and the panning of gold. ; '^v- ■ - 
"Jim wouldn’t do that,” said Old.Sam 
desperately. “He’s my nephew,” . 

“He says the kid is his nephew,.J&ke ? ” 
Al said. ”;****/'"' 

“Yeah, that’s the best I heard 
Al turned suddenly on Old'Sam. 
in the bedroom,” he said savagely, and 
struck Old Sam in the face. * 

Old S&m staggered back throughvjhe 
doorway and sprawled on the floor. They 
jerked him to his feet. 


xnen ne remeniuerep. xney were a coil- „ A1 . , , , . ... . . v 

pie of Strangers who had stood apart V. Al smashed him in the face again and 
- - -- - ’ • knocked, mm. into the big chair against 

the Wall. 


from the' boys the night he hurt his 
” '—* of hardci ^ 


ankle, a couple 

They pulled up under the big spruce 
and swung out of their saddles* six- 
shooters tied down at their hips. ... 

“Howdy, grandpa,” said one, a short, 
dark-featurbd man with a slight scar .on 
his cheek. “Seems like I smell'Coffee; T 
could do with a bait of grub. How about, 
you, Jake"” 


‘The kid didn’t get it^. Jake, oj* grand-' 
pa Wouldn’t talk like that. So we'i*egb-' 
ing to find out where it is. Grandpa is 
going to tell. Better forget yore second 
childhood, grandpa, and come clean. lt-HjJ 
hurkyuh less.” ' ‘ 

Crimson, drops appeared on the snowy 
beard' from the- smashed lips beneath. 


The second man, who was tall and Ui& v. a #%icki@d down in a thin, stain. 


shaven with a broken nose, nodded i. 

“I thought you might be my .nepijb.w, 
Jim,” said Old Sam, hungry to talk to 
someone.' “Come on inside and I’ll rustle, 
up some more-food.” : 

“Yeah’” man-sharp- 

lyr~“Where iS her” - ' : 

“He left, this morning. He was jjiit inj 
here for,- a visit, aftd he said he li$iT to 


‘There ain’t any poke ’cept the one I 
carried and I spent all that on a hor^e . 
for Jim,” Old S,am said dully. 

Al’s .fist smashed him. in the face- 
agaifi, and OidSam^s head bounced oif 
thebackof t-he,.bigchaif. . - ' 

“Think hard,"‘grdndpa. We ain’t play- ; 
;atne|f r; •' . " - 

Sam slumped .down in the chair;- 

rfri'kli ‘•Adrt vi ii.ii /I mA" d - . 


, ...... * * -__... 

They moved intb the^cabin "ari’d' t'hie no answer: 'They’d- kill hinn He bBjy- 


TTfiey force'd'thfir way into^oui 
and : tfi|d KOb me and Jim," said 
man. “I killed ’ ’em in' defense 
home just like any red- 1 ' " 

would do.” 

“ft's the first .time;’' saidJ Bi 



“I 

. ui. ghat. in front f rbftr; 

you’re -sitting'. -1 FiekowlF 

“Are you doubting my word, you low- 
dow;n_ law- .dog’’r thund’ered Old j3am;' 
getting out of’the chair. “I sa'idTkilled 
’efti defending my cabin and thel-e ain’t ( 
a jury in these’ parts will doubt my ; 
word. Jim, jfis.t you- step outside; and 
look, after t^e hiOEsgs while I heat some 
Sense into this idiot’s, thick skulk.’ . 

Jim went, without a. word. ')#hen ; he 
was gone, Brice spoke irritably. - 

‘^TiO+'ia ho aonafhla • . 


. 'Let!s 

“Those two on the floor, ate 
and Jal ‘ “ 


tub,robbery ajidmurder. 
That, i-anhie you think-, is- yore nephew, 
Jim, is.the .Kid, A1 Krogg-’s step-brother. 
All three of them were ih ‘this to rob 
you. And.here’s what teppeMd—They 
fell out-oyer who wds going to get the 
loot. and.the Kid killed-them. Probably 


they’figured to gyp the Kid out of hi's 
“ If you’re not completely in yore 
you’lT kh?w that the Kid couldn’t 

-/ be yore nephew, Jim,’’ 

Old Sam gaye him a scornful glance. 

. you’re* dofie running off at the 
liekd/ Tdm Brice, “just, let me tell you 
something. I knew he wasn’t -My nephew 
h longtime before- you or anyone else 
hlgW itj beoausg i never had any neph¬ 
ew m theTrst place. I ain’t.got-^. living: 
relative, in'this whole world, and every 
time I’d go -down to Joe Rack’s saloon 
I'd hear all the hombrep there boasting 
about their, sons. 11 got so I wanted a 
son or someone to bragg about, top, po 
bad I could.just, taste it. . . ’ 

“Finally I made believe. I had a 
nephew, And or.phan, and J named hlin 
Jim. I’d brag, about him every time I 
gbt drunk. And when this Kid,, as you 
call him, came Up the trail and[ said , he . 
wap Jim, I. knew right them and there 
that he'was th*e nephew I'd been brag¬ 
ging about, if he wanted to be. 4 nd he 
wants to be or he’d never have risked 
his neck coming back like he did to help 
me out against those two skunks when 
they were-ready to carve me Up. to hnd 
out If I had any gold.” ' ’ 7 



lx)sdl (Do ( ljjuh Kjww lOa&i? 


TTO 

ti 


T OLA - everybody, here we have flye more Interestin’ questions about the West 
* Test y°/ e savvy by tryin’ tp get thebphimb,proper replies. Each correof 
answer counts 20%. If yuh get 60.% or over yuh’re shore a top hand. Our taisWers 
are on Page 113—but DON’T LOOK BEFORE TRYIN’! 


t What was the farthest point-up the-Missouri River into Montana 
Territory that the old river boata-vvfentr?' .. 

2. Name two ways ln which R> break up a log jam-. 

3. How mtihy miles a daydi* the T#cas-Wa^herds'coyer on ihe 
way to market? And wiiy suoh a shpr.i^dlstance? 

4. Why were steers ear-marked as wellas branded? 

5. What was the real*name of Billy the Kid? 













SIXGUN AND PENCIL LEAD 

- By BEN FRANK 


Drawing pictures was Deputy Marty Delong's.undoing until 
ha got a line on the; masked Bandit of Cat-tail Springsl 


ARTY DeLONG wasrnohody’s 
fool-^-everi if old'Zim Yager,' fee 
sheriff ,said-he was. Maybe Mar- 
idn’tknow when’not .to draw pictures, 
_ fce^difehnow when tb keep his mouth 
sKptv^He didn’t argue with old Zim.' jn- 
stead. he unpinned the deputy’s- badge 
;from his sbirt and laid it on tbe- sher-iif’s 

^Zun_ turned the badge over m his hb?ny 


fingers, emptied a stream of tobacco juice 
into. a. dented spittoon and shoyed up on 
his stubby legs. 

“Hang it, Marty,” he fumed,’“if yuh’d 
stuck to business, I wouldn’t be rippin’ the 
hide off yuh an’ firin’ yuh. like this! But 
when a deputy, gets to drawin’ mountains 
and sunsets instead of fceepin’ his eyes an’ 
ears peeled for a owlhooter, it’s time to do. 

"i'■■■■■: i ■■■ it 







I _ .pgiiell la his hands. Blindly he stumbled 

Zimr r vou' £|foo idea ho'yStn^tj^|ia,i -___ae|! i o 3 s the street' fo where he’d left his 
^opkea^o^J, d'ld- l’fittb^r ■^e^e wa^|^e-;^^^fe^J^ndhltGhed jn f pont of Appleton’s 

^he rising ;eefo^lffl^litt4Tagei?’sp^^^~^^^fepeQplg said old Zim Yager had 
ery 'face stopp§4~Mm- ( . - jp^aS 'befni aHool-' to- give Marty DeLong the 

“Clouds and'sunsets 1 ” Zim“-be%^^dV-<’,dfpiJty'jpb in th> firstplace. Others said 
^is^3%hfi|g ^fin^r^lifted -fof almost everybody 

had bednhe . got along fine 
when-jthejmaskeJi^Bgndit had'-slippech upt- . Mfh^&hgiSfepys - Who' liked to ride into 
behihd^Hlgt. ' ^ Qat*tall-d3pflngs oh payday and shoot the 

‘‘I^n^gohtjjrfiiarne'thls an’^hang l.tjgbove corner street Rights out. 
my idesKv^lhe-iihSfft ^eht .o^iK^rselyi A;-f evr tongue-waggers said that -Zina 

“Ever’ time^'look at-it, I’ll khb\5rbettei% had-jglyeh the job to Marty because of 
to hire me angler deputy with^rdalent-: Katy; Zim wanting to prave^for -once 
for drawl®'.-pictures!” ' • * - ^ - r v'. ’ahd^alhthat Marty-wes, or was not, made 

Marty OeLong-turned toward theidobfe of the ftuff that a- girl. lijke Kaijy should 
He/vas a madium-sized hombre/in-hig-ear-i- marry-. - 1 - '■ 

ly twenties, with a lean, bpo#h>fts!e5iahi| ■ But things .stood now, Beatty knew 
a pair of sensitive gray eyes. This WS,* !}.. he'd tftrfed his'chance.- All beoafise of his 
he knew. The end-of his chance to prfdve .fobl pnssrion-for'drawing pjetmtesU ' 
to oldZfm and-Katy; Zim’s daughter* that - .. .. .-. - ; - 

he could do something beSldesidraw piQt , MEivVER since heSfcbgen able tuihold a 
tures. • T - * • • JEr pencil-inhis fifigers, he’d beendraw- 

“So long, Zim,” he said hollowly, and ing -pictures. They were pretty good, too; 
went out into the Street. - even those first* ones, and-gs Mar-iygrew 

He- lifted his- eyes to' the-small house older, his drawings got better. Reople 
next to the dabh- and.^aw'K'&ty standing around Cat-tall Springs admltted-he-was 
siaughtser good, and got quite a kick out ofihaving 
was a rdther- small; gifb. pretty and warm- him sketch' their houses and bhrits-and 
eyed, With-fine features and a crown of saddle hbrses and, now and then, them- 
light brown hair that Was almost,gpldep in selves. 

the afternoon sunlight. Her blusj-eyes But most everybody allowed that Mar- 
were fixed on Marty’s shift • whertFhe.’d ty wasted too much time with a paper 
worn the deputy’s badge until a few min- and pencil, and that he wouldn’t amount 
Ut eti ; . to shucks. They said that if he'd spend 

--She d^dn t say anything. mere dime’ drawing water for his small- 

He moved toward her uncertainly, string *of: cattle instead of drawing pig- 
stopped and twlsted his big hat in his fin- tures, he’d-be better off In the long .run. 
S ers - Which was all true enough, but Marty 

“You’re a picture, Katy,” he said softly, Twtdto draw pictures just as some people 
“The sun on your hair an’—” have to play the fiddle, or bet on horse 

"You think too much about pictures, raees, 

Marty,” ; she.ihterrupted. Then she smiled, Marty reached his pinto, tossed the 
but it was an unhappy smile. “I’m sor- reins over the animal’s arched nepk and 
tv, Marty, feu}—” 'her voice broke; and oaughtrhpld oi tlie_jaddle horn, 
she tumed ahd ran back into the house. . “Hi’ya, deputy,” . a voice drawled^ awl 
Marty .knew what she’d intended to Marty .turned slowly to face the speaker. 
say,-and insid;e he felt as empty as an old, ‘-Chj.llie u Walrath stood with one wide 
discarded and- wfetnout- boot, Katy was shoulder against Ed Trotter’s barber pole, 
through with-him, notfeecause she wanted A smirk tUgged at one side of hls -hand- 
tp be, but because -she vy&s a sensible girl, sgme.face, and there- was. a malicious 
. She 'knew better than' to' get-tiedup with gleam in his frosty eyes r T *:'- 

someofiy like-Him whp cbrfi'dh’t' stick 'to Chillie was one hombrei that Marty. 

business when there was-'beaut^in-the neV'efe-gqt along with. Eyen -when -they 
sfey and he hhd a sheet of pap^r and a -Were kids, they’d had trouble. And theh 


94, 


the time Wd- ptKtw<s:meat-lheI| 
the cmwit ofJSam Wbeeleiis. 
r ' 1 ' -t ’ t > ' " *1 

vagek later, h.e’d' shot, a gjui ouk of 
Pin0.y ! s'fist, - and' another .tfinphek 
-the head off a running ;rabb‘it, ' 
show-he could put a bujletany 
wahtedto."', • ' ' . * r -*■: 

..JMartf s^red -into space. He *?=•; 
membe&ng the- unhappy light. in..|£aty!s 
blue'eyes, the break in her voice. And he 
remejnbered>-the sneer on Chillie-Wal- 
rath’s handsome face. Suddenly he 
clamped his teeth together,, squared his 
shoulders and -wheeled'hiS horseiback- 
tojvard Cat-tau Springs. . 

Regardless-o£ the danger involved, -he 
knew he was going to try to take the un- 
happjT look out of Katy’s eyes, maybe rub 
the sneer off Chillie Walrath’s'faee. “As for 
the lawman’s badge—whether or not he’d 
wear it again wasn’t so important, but 
at least he wanted to squate himself with 
old Zim Yager. y 

“Inky” Platt was setting type in the 
mustyoffiee of the'Gat^tail Springs Gazette 
when Marty walked ini through the screen* 
less, door. The old printer straightened, up 
apd eyed Marty over the rijns of. his spec¬ 
tacles. * ' 

‘‘Glad, yuh come in,” he, cackled. 
“There’s ’ alius two sides: to a story,. I 
wanted to hear yore side of what happened 
in the pass before I printed it in the 
paper.” . ‘ . ... t ' 

“I guess there ain’t two sides to this 
story,” Marty said. “I was so wrapped 
up-In drawin’ old Flattop with.thesun 
settml o^xitthat I plumb.forgot .whath 
was -sent hvit there for. The next thing -I: 
knew, I was tied up. tighter than a steer 
fqr brandin’.” 

“Nothin’ like bein’ honest about it, 
Deputy,” Platt grinned. . ' 

“I’m no longer .the deputy,” Marty re¬ 
turned sadly. “For that an’ a. couple, ol 
other reasons, I’m plenty sore at that 
masked owlhooter. That’s why I’m here. 
I come for a dozen sheets of paper, Mr. 
Platt. Big sheets, like yuh print the 
paper on.’* r- . . 

Inky Platt took off his glasses and stared 
<?t. Muriy. / 

'“For. why would .yufi-want 'all. that, 
paper?”' he clucked.. - .- '==-• 

. ._“T6 (iraw^h,” Marty told him. r- :' 


“Pictures bf that -masked banditi; Life*’ 
sized pictures, About six .of; ’em r shpwin’- 
him in .different -poses gfi’ at different 
angles just like I saw him while-he- was 


. , _ . yuh want to do that?” - z 

^ show these drawin’s to eV- 

erybodyin thf£ part of the eoXrnfryr’-'Mar- 

ty said ih a hard, flat voice.- “Even if this 
cayete-did keep his Jace hid, somebody s 
gpin’ to-ribugnizesomethW^ 
one' of these pictures; Somethin’ that’ll 
give him away. Dike the way he stands,:or 
bends over. - Or uses his arms, or hunches 
his shoulders. Things like that. he can’t 
hide behind r a mask.” 

The. printer’s eyes narrowed, and a slow 
grin began to spread, out on his thirufape. 

“Maybe yuh got somethin’ there,‘.Mar¬ 
ty,” he said. “Ain’t much question but 
what this, bandit is a local man. Maybe 
someone will see somethin’ in yore draw¬ 
ings that’ll give a lead to the feller. Yuh 
saw him plain, eh, Marty?’* . , - 

“As plain as I see you,’’.-Mafty^lied. 
“Even got a feelin’ I ought to. know him. 
Maybe when I get to work on them .pic* 
tures, it’ll come to me who he is.” 

“Care if I run a story about affthis, 
Marty?” T 

Mgrty grinned.. He’d been hoping, for- 
that question. 

“No,” he answered. “By the time -yore 
next paper comes out, I’ll have them pic¬ 
tures mostly finished and ready to-show 
people.’? • •• 

Old Inky Platt bundled up the big 
sheets of paper and refused* to take any 
money for- them. - *■ 

“It’s on the house,” he said, “an’ good 
luck!” 


Gazette came out on Thursday 
moons.: - Marty rode into Cat*tau 
Springs right after dinner the Thursday 
Old- Man Platt printed the story. He 
didn’t bother about-getting a copy , of .the 
paper;- it wasn’t', important how the story 
read. The important thing.,whs how people, 
would take, it, whether or not they’d' be¬ 
lieve ^ it Was possible to recognize the 
mashed’manfrqin Marty’& drawings. . . 

He left, his horse jii . f roht of The gjJag.. 
Saloon and-pushed in through ,the. baft. 
Wings?' A sudden hush, filled-the sirio>k;yr 
room, and a dozen-pairs of -eyes fixedyon- 
hup. -He angled - up to the bar.and^ordgggd- 



thatj-.^^ V v 
nrp/- ’ 'frOnw jtilt ' 

„^ t „..,, ( !.;a- little at - the ^memory,-of -i 
blank-look on->old*Zim^5 ’face 1 , -he.qlim 1 
r iHto tto-$@ddl® and headed tack-howe, 
hack to idea that the next -few hours -would' 
*«ii —Aether or not-his. schema was-any- r 


gopd. 

jQfittednslde the old ^anohhowej d .. 
gftve a :lasilook_aroy L nd $o jpakesttre; 



even tested the contraption he’ 

-upJe co.pnsjlp hedrpQm doer. 
perfectly. Then he went Into the bedroom 
aiid 4lt a lainp that he'd set <im on a* high' 
stool. He: made- .sure , that the yhndow 
shades were tightly drawn, , 

Smiling mirthlessly, he-re turned tothe. 
kitchen »and shut the door between-the 
two rooms, being careful to keep the latch 
open. Knowing that his gun "was of no use 
against the speed of the masked bandit, 
He .unbuckled It an^ hung it on a-nall back 
of the stove. After this, he sharpened a 
gifted, stretched out in the.middle of the 
floor and began to-draw a man’s head with 
the face hidden behind a mask. 

Now, he’d come to the hardest part of 
his plan—the waiting. And there was no 
telling how.long he might have to wait. 
The payoff might come tonight. Or* per¬ 
haps, not dor several nights. But Marty 
had a. feeling that, it wasn’t Jar away. 

An hour later, he was still working on 
the 1 drawing. It didn’t- suit him. With 'an 
impatient shrug, he wadded up the piece 
of paper: and tossed it into a comer.- He 
spread out another sheet on the floor; re¬ 
sharpened the pencil and .started in again. 

A slight scraping sound just outside the 
front door reached his ears. It sent a tin¬ 
gle of cold fear along his nerves, hut he 
didn’f lififhis head. He felt the door being 
opeped behind him, but still didn’t glance 
up. His . pencir Went through:. th«^ paper 
into a crasck in the flooring, and the lead 
broke with a little pop. Marty swore 
softly. ' 

Hh sat up then, fished out his knife and 
began to sharpen the pencil; A shadow 
crossed -his line of vision, and he -lifted 
his eyes and saw what he’d expected to 
see^-a maii standing in die open doorway. 
Me knew the; man had been there for some' 
time, Watching him. 'buthe let •bisfacego 
steekrwith‘surpilse'ah'd'fear,and:#uttvbled 
, to his feet. _ - 


’old it!” -the matt-rafipecl..., 
ir-ty’s eyes traveled “'over die .long 

'length of the man. Tlhe turnover-hj^hv" 
he.ele.d- boptit, faded blue overalls.-tucked 
in at the boot Jdps, long aims .Widi-gltt-ve- 
covered- hands, in one of whloh a sixgun 
was held steadily and'centered qn Marty’s 
middle.The man’s faded jumper, fitted 
tlgMyjftoro'ss his wide shoulders and hut- 
ied up under the chin. And thipjiah 
Silts in . the black mask over. thgjimn's 
face were a pair of glinting, burfiihgteyes. 

Marty shot a wild glance toward his 
own gun hanging on the wall. The masked 
". man’s eyes. followed his glance, ami a-, 
hoarse chuckle came from behind; it® 
ioth, - ' . / .,';4 

“That gun wouldn’t do yuh no good, if. 
yuh had it,” the outlaw said. 

“I ain’t got no money,” Marty pleaded, 
leaning weakly against a chalj. 

“Where are them pictures?”; -> ' 
Marty licked his lips. “Pictures?” 

“I read Old Man Platt’s paper,” the 
man returned harshly. "I know all About 
I them pictures. Yuh’ve done yore last 

#1i*nuritv linvhKrft— 


drawiiv, hombre—sunsets, or what-rnotj” 
Marty’s legs seemed to give way, and 
he had to catch himself against .the chair. 
The chair scraped across the. floor a few 
-inches. It was fastened by a black thread 
to the contrivance that opened the. bed¬ 
room door. Now the door slowly swung 
Inward, and the light from the lamp 
flooded through it.’ 

"You walked into a trap, misterl”.Mar- 
ty barked. 

The man's eyes whipped to the open 
door. What he saw made him gasp. His 
gunhand moved an inch and then froze. 

Three men stood just inside the bed¬ 
room door; with the light striking their 
grim faces, The first man was-old Sheriff * 
Zim Yager. Backing him were Sam 
Wheeler and Fred Piney. Each mutt held 
a gun, and the guns were centered on the 
masked'bandit. - • - 

The outlaw, cursed softly.. Slowly his 
hands lifted ceilingward. ^ . • •• . c 

“I- made sure there wasn’t any hoss_es 
here,” he mufiibled. “An’ now-»-" " ,.—> 
He whirled back against the wa'H> 
bringing his gun around- toward the -opeh. 
door. Therro.om rocked with t 1 - 
The three men in the, doorway s 
Bfouttd^.hut'ifhey didn't shoek^ 
bandit triggered his l'ast-sh< 



®7 
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crazily- and| flnn^Nhis?enjpty7gun~ r- emptied. his-gun at these pictures.” 

sbtj^flsgfae^r - * r " - Marty unrolled the.third picture,-and a 

- It.-was^then that^Marty DeLong lifted grjn.crossgd:his--wide mouth. 
the^.ehg% ahd' fought it down on the "Sor^iSout yores, Sheriff. Looks like 
masked^nian’s he&d;- The chair splintered, I’ll have', to-make .a new head for if an’ 

anTd i ’tRe^jfliaw ; crumpled to 'tHa 'nOor, patch up some bullet holes.^ After Chillie 

Matty lifted the chair for a second blow, emptied his gun, he threw it at your head 

but it'-wasK’t. need'ed. The man Was out an 1 tore it plumb off.” 

' ,nl «' ' * "I don’t give a hoot about thaV’^Zim 

ig.oygr, M#rty pulled fhe : black . growled. “What I want- to spe is What yuh 
man!s < faoe. Ekcept for the got drawed- on that fourth sheet of paper.” 

“ ‘ ~ T “ " Still grinning, but feeling mighty nerv¬ 

ous about this fourth and last - picture, 

. .... .... , Marty unrolled ft and held it up where 

Jt; ATE that night, Marty sat in the the light hit it squarely. A girl smiled - 

Coun^_ jail office, facing bid .. out at the sheriff. A rather small girl, 
Zihi -Yager, 5 Sitting in chairs against the pretty and warm-eyedV With fine features 

fa>-wallv were. Sam Wheeler and Fred . and a' crown of soft. hair._ She wore a 
wedding -dress, and beside "her stood a 


' C^ld'Zim ,sfiov A ed. up on his stubby legs 
and book a<|ftbt_ at 'the spittoon* 'He 
Stamped" racrbss the- small room, stopped ' 
.in "front, pi fhe -iron-barred bell door- and 
elaxed-ih -at' Chillie Walrath. Then he 
- fachd about bind glared at Marty... 

^^11 be a^nd'-blSmed; baboon!” he said 
^vfor the tenth time. “Marty, let’s 


young ifnan with a lean,'brown face and 
a deputy’s star pinned on his shirt front. 

The girl was Katy Yager, there could 
be no doubt about that. And the boy was 
Marty DeLpng. 

A slow flush crept up into old Zim 
Yager’s leathery face. For a .moment it 
looked as if he might blow his top. Then 


-.-..n'piotures,” : • - -., < a grin Started in his eyes and spread down 

Msrty tinfoiled a bundle of paper and to his mouth. 


held up the-tpp drawing. It showed Fred 
Plney, life-size, holding >a sucgun. ^ 

• Plney swore and sat up straight. ‘ 
'“^at’sSh6reme!”he'ekclaimed. 

' Marty held-bp the second drawing. 
Sam Wheeler’s eyes bugged. f - 
“Caii yuh' beat that? Why, it’s, -like 
lookin’ in a lookin’, glass!” he sputtered. 
“Ifs mighty good, Marty.” 

: “Sure It is,.”; Marty admitted. “Just 
ask Chillie. ; When he saw- ’em- hangih-’ 
just inside thb bedroom door, he even 


'I’ll be danged if I don’t like that pic¬ 
ture, Marty,” he chuckled. “I reckon 
yuh’d better go show it to Katy, pronto. 
But before yuh go, mebbe yuh’d better 
pin this- deputy badge on yuh so’s she 
. won’t, make no mistake about who the 
man in the picture is,” 

Marty DeLong didn’t wait to hear an¬ 
other word. Two minutes later, he was 
showing the picture to Katy and seeing 
in her eyes a dpep happiness that told 
him just what he wanted to know. 
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THE KID FROM ARIZONA 


By RAY HAYTON 


One of four hombrea was gnilt^.otkilling the batten's 
dad, and he was plumb anxious to pick out the right oriel 


Ml YOUNG boy rocle through the rinto '.nothingitess, and his ill. 

A drizzling raiirrnumb, cold hands ’shivered feqjn-the biting windy 
gripped tightly into his- -horse’s then he slid sTdeway^ii thed# 
scraggly mane, skinny knees pressed, and only fhe\tight, inflexible.^ 
against -skinny flanks, 'ragged overalls hands keptliinhastfidfc';. " 
hanging'loosely on his'slight frame.-His "Sheikidpaiifno heed-to the- 
small face was raw from windburn, and which the weary pony <]ogge^ 
Iwhite with cold. He looked unseeingly wait too numh frorn-hourS'-bl'cdfi 
-- ' - - v Vf*«?-£. z M. ' : ***■ 



J THRILLING WESTERN ' 

trouble gwallpwlng the next krilfe-lo.ad bf Yovi mebbe got a buftk I can cfawl into?” 
Mang. ‘‘|Doad tmd^bu^ /"No bunk; ” Lanky said, “but" theife’s a 


I-, spare Corner, and a couple of hoss blan- 

„ fs too. bad.” Penny said. 'Yuh ain’t ' kefs. You expectin’ a hotel suite, mebbe?” 
got no relatives?*-- • /'I' Mike didn’t answer that. He dragged 

“Kot' that 1 know, of,” „MlKe .admitted, the two blankets over to the corner and 
“An’ don’t go offerin’- no sympathy., i ain’t made a bed of them. Then he turned 
heedin’ hone.” He swallowed the last of arobndy walked back to stand over Half- 
the. heaps, stuck theknlfe point downih -Hitch; 


the table and lifted his head "tb look 
around at the four men, meeting each 
one’s .eyes squarely. r 'All I’m 
little luck.”' 

“An’a job, mebbe? " 

“I got a job. It’s "to finish the job I need 


meet 

needin’ is a 


The fat man looked up at him, and his 
thick lips curled back in a half snarl. 
“Yuh want sumpln’?” he asked. 

“Hot shore,” Mike said. “Not yet. Yuh 
then over Arizona way lately?” .. . , 

Half-Hitch seemed about to strike the,. 


the luck.” The kid hesitated, seemed to kid, thOn he relaxed.and forced a laugh, 
debate with himself then said, "I’m look- “Yuh think mebbe I’m the jasper yuh’i 
in’ for a man.” lookin’ for?” " 


. for a man* 

“Ain’t we all?” Half-Hitch spid. “For 
yfhet yuh want a man?” 

“For a killin’.” Something about the 
way Mike said it, even in his thlp, reedy 
voice, made the statement sound flat and 
posinve. “For a quick, shore killin’.” 

“Yuh’r<; an awful young younker to be 
talkin’ of killin’,” Jim spoke up for the 
first'time, hig round face serious and his 
eyes speculative, “What yuh got the killin’ 
itch for?” ' • 

“You ask a lot of questions,” Mike said. 
The warmth was beginning to creep 
through him now, and his thin body had 


lookin’ for?” 

“Mebbe. What hoss yuh ridin’?” ■ 

“The long-legged dun with the Turkey 
Track brand,” Half-Hitch said-easily. 
“That the hoss yuh lookin’ for?” 

Mike knew the three men were watch¬ 
ing him closely, though none of them 
seemed to be. He forced his lips into a 
thin smile. - 

“Nope,” he said. “That ain’t “the one.” 

“Meanin’ one of us is ridin’ the hoss 


yuh’re lookin’ for?” Lanky asked. “Yuh 
mean It’s hitched .outside ? ,r - 


“It is,” Mike agreed, “it’s hitched there, 
all right. One of youls.the jasper I want. 


Stopped shivering. “I’ll answer -’em all You four been ridin’ together since, say, 
now, so yuh’lHet me sleep in peace later, month afore last?” 

Wgin’t ajldfigbtow. My pop dwned a small “We ain’t,” Penny said, his long lean 
ranch, rim it by hlsself after my mom died, face thoughtful. He looked from Lahky 
He had a distrustin’ of banks, and kept the to Jim, back to Half-Hitch. “We been 


cash from his cattle sales-at home. 

'ISome Sombre heard of it, and come 
lookin’ for it while I was away to school. 

H^tottlired pop and made him tell where 
the money was, then killed him. To,-hide 

his doin’s, he burned the house—and that __ 

took cat? of-fay Pop, and the ranch as they’il be a killin' 

W $V. 1 someshut-eye.” 

The kid looked around defiantly. His • 

voice was steady as he concluded his story. JGNORING any further questions, he 


ridin’ separate. We Just happened to pick 
this cabin to hole up in at the same time. 
What hoss is It yuh want?” 

“I got some sense,” the kid said. “I tell 
you—and I get ventilated. 1 got my eye 
the jasper, and come the proper time, 
. Right now, I got to get 


“Me—I couldn’t run no ranch, not till M marched over to the blankets and lay 
I got^the hbmbre that killed Pop. So I down on his back, staring at the ceiling, 
took off to look for him.” After a moment silence fell on the room, 

■ It’s a big world ” Lanky said. A pow- and he closed his eyes. Soon his breaih- 
erful bl|„world. How yuh expeGtln’ to ingbecametegular and even. 

Jaiow this hombre when yuh'See' Kim ?” " “He aifi’t asIeepj^Tsanky said, “I know 
:“By tlie’hbss'he’s ridift’,” Mike tQld' him, -.that. But it don’t make noimatter. Reckon 
looking straight 'in his eyes; “And by that story he. told is straight fact?” " ' '-' 
6tHer :%n;i |dund nearthe house. lAmd 1# Sal^Hltch-growled. 

r it ain’t hw bi£g world for me to find hintv.' .“And I’m bettipWe got a killer 


herewith us* i 


--You ain’.t -got no call lookin’’.at ipe,” 
Penny said. “I bought, my Twin Fork , 
eay.useirotn-a-jasper only week/afore last. 

It couldn’t be. it—I don’t think ’Sige?, I 
>. kid’s lyin’. He’s driftin'.,, and 
idbuts, and telliii^bg^&^-s.. 


.. ■ ioi 

more’m I .want—.this sittin’ .around, not 
knowin what is gp_nn@ happen next. I’ll 
flnd me a betterplacetobunk.”;' 

‘‘Npt now,” Lanky said flatly.. “Just 
stay- pht. I’m on the side of the kid. He's" 
gof Bn aoe. up his sleeve, and I got a hunch 
we ; ll have our killer afore we leave this 
cabin. You better'stay and get in bn the 
killin'” 


v _.ilknow?4’-Lanky askedi^ftly. . 
tow the-rest ©J us,all "yore Jife,?.? 
know* ydu thatlong? ’ ijthink.the kid!s - 
teilinV ,1he.-trvith=^and 1 think -ohe =of roil > 
tlwee^is the man.he.wants,',If I was.- that. 
h$m©i-©, I’d hightail it'afore the WdCWekjes . 
up^,lje’s n~ |teinny little runh-s-but all 
^at^is-Jwsssanie si?e. He can kill quigjc 
as a gfcbwh-up, and he’s^. got-the stomach 
WX it iv Or I’dkillhim ih his .sleepi-only 
d§rih. .try it; cgk'se'jthe rest,of us won’t 
stand fof it?’ , 

-^^Chat ws.-Won’t,” Jim .said. “Matter-..of 
fgo'tfWe might even help, him get the jas- 
pdh.h]s wants, if we' knew who he was.” 

? think it’s a high^wlnd tale,”'Penny 
scbifd, “and l’m hittin’ the sack; I got 
ampre rldln’ ahead of me tomorrow.”' I... 

' 7 OTebbe%ili’re,hlttin’ the.sack,” Lanky 
said? - —- 

le.ee., ' 


nflghf get , good pickin’s Qyta thb three of 
us., .Pm stayin’ up.”? ' , 

Jim, said, thoughtfully, “I 
USsaCypn all seen what I got fn.thBtsad- 
dlebag in the cornier, though I didn’t 
megh for yuh to., He’dlike to get His .hands 
bh'fha.t, lyeckon.” - - . 

. “I’m sittin' up until dawn comes,” Half- 
Hi|gh^tated. i -f: r Ehen I’m .hittin’ the trail. 

I ,don’t crave nohnore of. the»-;Company 
II®. iny* : .. - 

‘!I ain’t worried.” Penny uncoiled his 
lean bulk -from the chair, J?I ain't iguflty, 
and I ain't thlnkln’ nothin’ will,happen- 
- with you -|hree keepln’ a, Watch Qn,.eech- 
other And;I cap use the shut-eye”’ 

-;He walked over to the bunk In the cor-" 
her and-lay down, and after, .a.-fe.w mhi- 
utps began to snore. . . ... - : ’ 7 ” 

- The -three'men sat silent for almost,an 
. hba-hfach-feokingj,^^ ;the;bther, • ^ 

!Ljit4ast'H^ 

" : 


“I’m leavin'!” Hjlf-Hitch said, his face 
ugly, his hand drbpping to the six-gun 
buckled around his 7 waist. He stopped 
tha movement cold when Lanky shifted 
his-lean-frame and showed hisnWK hand 5 ' 
poised, over his gun, Half-Hitch glared., 
then slowly sat down again,.. 

Jim.Was sitting at the table, arms rest¬ 
ing on the rough pine surface. After a 
few. moments he began to nod, eyelids 
drooping. His head slid forward onto his 
arms, and it wasn’t long before he was 
breathing regularly, 

“You and me,” Lanky looked at Half- 
Hiteh. “You and me left awake. Mebbe 
one of us is the feller the kid "wants. H 
so,, best thing we could do would be draw 
our shootin’ Irons. Time the rest of them 
wake up, one or us would be dead, and 
the other in control of the cabin, with the 
drop on. the rest. You mebbe want to go 
for yqre gun?” 

Half-Hitch looked him over, his face 
speculative, his little eyes glinting. After 
a moment he shook his head slowly. 

“If yuh’re the killer,” he said, “make 
yore play—and I’ll try to stop yuh. Oth¬ 
erwise I’ll wait.” 

“You ain’t; klddin’ me,” Lanky said; 
“Nor the rest, neither. I know yuh’re the 
man. The kid. spotted yuh right off. 
Yuh’re the killer, no doubt of that.” 

“Then why don’t yuh draw that shoot- 
in’-iron, instead of keepin’ it hand-warm?” 

“It ain’t my play,” Lanky said. “Hived 
to be old as I am by not pushin’ trouble. 
Come dawn, if the kid don’t do nothin’, 
you can ride on. The play’s up to him. 
I’m Just backin’ him enough to give him 
a chanoe at makip’ It.” 

“Ah’ I’m makin’ it!” 

They both turned their heads to see the 
kid sitting up on the blankets, the big, 
long-barreled .45 in one skinny fist. 

• “I was Just waitin’; for a chance to get 

to my shootin’" iron ,unnoticed,” 1 
* ‘ 




MORE INDIANS 

Py DQNALD BAYNE HOBART 



Old Shawnee Clark always- kept his single shot Sharps handy 


" in cas^ of emergency^ and finally got or chance to use HI 


T MAD been close onto tb 
‘ ’"e Jlin Jdckspn 'ab&itjti 
. sjE^cen ;a Vord' to'.eacjf o'ther. 
oiks in Cactus Valley figured jt was 
~i? ■^he^'two ftie.fi ha ck to feeil that 
"they^eje^fteighbors. Jim 
g 'fathef Had^onci been a 
: fhe Laly' J-Outfif anTBd 
i % Fl^ngjy qyef^ujh 



AQ3. 


of him. Both men had inherited their 
spreads from their parents. 

“Just what caused the quarrel be- 
tweenJackson and Warren?" a stranger 
in the valley asked old Shawnee Clark, 
hotel proprietor. '*■ ' 

“Hot weather. and hot tempers,” an- 

' 1 i * • ■■■"." 

'Fdr tenxears Shawnee Clark had. 



INOWtNS. 

- -...—,-^j fotefor the. 

. yes, I must have been--thi.il 
ftbeut- fomet;hi-n’ = elae:' : Y.ou were 1 


103 


e- ; wooden steps of -the Deerhora 
y,/ Hotel porch. The stranger’s ;roan was 
y;,vicr r~T — rr standing at the hitcMrafl. The .horse 
rn$| about what started the^uarrekbe- looked like it had been; ridden a long 
*$kjKm and War* ' •■".v - way. It had been just a couple of-hours- 
*- ago%t- Shawnee had. seen, the stranger 


IT tnapped.-Shawnoer “I flg- 
just -talkin? to myself*?' 

, J m. pkwib; sorry,’* said Harvey;*‘4©o 


'Well, Jackson and Warren stopped 


first ride into town. Harvey had -gone 
to the saloon and then drifted down- to 
the hotel. • 


at'the -hitchin'-rail Out in front .. ^ , 
"hotel* .there," Shawnee nodded to the 
i%fl-iUst 7 'a^few yards away. “Warren 
fa|;t§nedihis<hos&~at the right end of the 
. rfil^wasM-'t xftny other drosses there 
'then?- - H@ tied: his. reins to the rail; and 
<%mes^.back t 0 - loosen his cinch, -like a 
ntaw will when he aims to stay-in town 

awhile*’’ - ■ • • 

‘“Then what?” • * - - - • 

, Jackson and his men had left their 
- h£*- 9 ® s at the hitching-rail -in front of 
the Glad Hand and gone, into the saloon. 
-^Tke dusty street was hot andrquiet. 

• - “Then Jackson ties his hoss at the 
left of Warren. He goes back to loosen 
hfg^cinch. As^ he does hjs hose moves 
over and brings his right hind hoof 
down; hard 0*1 Warren's foot. Waawgn 
elates that-Jackson jabbed the hoss on 
purpose-so-it avould move over and step 
on him. Jackson oalled Warren a liar, 
t .was settte right herfe and seen and 
hieard’the whole thing.” 

-“They* fight?” asked Harvey?. 

;‘ ! No. I-Jhought -one of them, would 
cut loose a punch at the other but 
' of: ! erh did. They just went into 

the hotel hero* to Hoe a cattleman- -who 
-was- in town- at -the time, though he- 
shore wasn't, buyin', anyway -jTaeksoh- 
and, Warren ain't spoken a word to. each 
other since -then.” - - 
-’“Seems a silly thing to quarrel over.” 
fhhHarvey-got to his feet and for a.nian 
who was talking about buying a ranch 
yKe- didn’t look Very prosperous. His 
. riinge clothes were worn and’ dusty* 
“Jackson’S horse probably moved accV 
dentally, like they will ” ** - ' *v- - 

: ‘Jf -di#, ” said Shawnee. ' 

' -‘Thanks- for -:telljng r ’me about rdt, 
iwnee,”> Harvey eaidv , ’Til :see -ydtt: 
* ‘ 


TPHE roan had been standing there 
#. in the sun ever since Harvey ’Had 
ridden into town. Shawnee didn’t have 
much respect for a man who would treat 
a horfse like that. In fact the more he 
thought about it, the less Shawnee liked 
Val Harvey. 

Harvey got his horse and^rode down 
to the livery stable, ' He left the roan 
there and went to the Glad Hand Saloon. 
Shawnee -watched from the porch and 
then sighed- when Harvey disappeared 
through fhe swinging doors. The old 
scout was glad the saloon was diagonally 
across the street 'from the hotel.: It 
made it easy for Mm to watch every¬ 
thing/that went on there. - 

A half hour passed and then Ed War¬ 
ren came riding into town alone—a lean 
tall, blond man on a black horse'. He saw 
Shawnee on the porch and stopped at the 
ra0 in front of the hotel: 

' Warren tied the horse to the rail and 
then came up on the porch to talk to the 
old-timer. ' 

“How yuh gettin’ along these days. 
Shawnee,” Warren asked as he dropped 
into the chair beside the soout.and drew 
out the makin’s. "Ain’t seen you for a 
few weeks! Any sign of them Indians ” 
“Not yet, Ed.” Shawnee shook his 
“But they could be headin’ this 

- The old man’s bright blue--eyes 

glared at the owner of the Flying w. 
“You make me sick—and that goes for 
Jte Jackson, too.” 

“Huh f’ Warren nearly spilled the 
tobacco out of the cigarette he was roll- 
“ was so surprised. 


head. ' 


You heard me r snapped Shawnee* 
.1 and Jim 



"For the past three years you and Jim 
Jackson have been actin’ like a .oouple of- 
school gals. First quafreUn' over noth¬ 
ing. and then not speakin’ to each Other 
ever since. That ain’t the way* for a 
—-’ .yif Julfgrown men .to aot.”- 

Warren.. “Forthe l/st 


li < I ' MW 

Bhon? ?/ S nl beeh r elin ’ the saffie M? and A ctin ’ Jike he is worki n ’ for me, I 
about it. Course Jim was wrong jji don’t know.” • 

caUjn me a liar, Biit a man'sayTa lot^ "It’s no use, Boss," said Harvey 
ah things he don t mean when a boss quietly. "These hombres ain’t goin’ to : 
steps on his foot.” • believe that now.” • 

Had it happen-to me once or twice,” 1 “You. called me a liar for the second 
remarked Shawnee, “and I shore sa'id a time, Ed,” said Jackson. “And I'm goift’ 

• plenty. Cussed eyerybody-in sight from to beat- the stuffings out of yuh for it 
h|fe tO'Tuesday, He looked at Warren. ; Shuck yore gunbelt and I’ll teach you 
Jim JackSon is in the saloon now, Ed. a good lesson.” 

■Why don’t yuh go. patch things up with," “'Suits me,” said Warren. - 
1 

^ "Twijk”-said Wafren. ^‘Been thinkin’: W»OTH men removed their gunbelts 
■ th ^,fpr,sometime-now,” « and stepped out into the street at 

V-Vtp t° s ee this and I. could stand . the request of the bartender.. The three 
e x « T <„, said Shawnee as he got to his Lazy J waddies followed and then Har¬ 
vey moved to the door. Shawnee stepped 
up behind the stranger. The scout’s old 
Colt ..44 was in his hand, the long barrel 
jabbing into Harvey’s back. v ' 

“Told yuh-that Jackson and Warren 
were my friends,” Shawnee said softly,; 
"I don’t know why yuh been toyin' to 


feet, , “I’ll go along With you,. Ed.” 

The old scout left-his Sharps stand¬ 
ing beside his chair as he went down 
the steps and across, the street with the 
owner o'f the Flying W. Warren stepped 
into, the saloon first with Shawnee not 
far behind 7 him. 


Jacksoh and-his three waddies .were 
-stahdirfg : at the bar drinking. Further 


- .. —w,. toyin’ „ 

stir up trouble, between them, but yuh’r 
not goin’ to get aWay with it.” 


along .the counter Val Harvey stood. “You old Tool?’ Said ^Harvey softly, 
alone, a-half empty glass near him. All “Keep out of my business or I’ll kill 
ffve men glanced * toward the door as yuh.” 

Warren-and Shawnee entered - , Outside in the dust of the street. War- 

• Wan| tp 4a k to you, Ji.m’ Warren,, ren and Jackson had started to fight, 
said as he walked.toward the,bar. He .Fists were flying and they were both 
Was -nerv.ous, and it made his tone bqrsh, landing heavy blows. ' 


. , , r. J acks ^ . demanded swinging door. Then he suddenly leaped, - 

tersely, his hand close to his gun as he aside, slamming the door back so it hit 


faced -the- other ranch owner. ^ * . Shawnee squarely in the face so hard 

? i!T* rt ’ Pur ’ Sai ^-fr%, r fu y that everything went black and the old 
= be man dropped to the- floor unconscious? 

: a fool to staH^anythin’ now when Jack- When he finally opened his eyes he 
hm }; found his shirt was wet and the bar^ 
- l e t me handle-thismy way* tender Was. pouring water into his facfe. 

Shawnee felt a little sick-deep inside Shawnee sputtered and sat up. 

nc . - * ‘ *■- * ~ t “" a “Wlisif JinrvnmiO(4 ?” fil-icnimno 


him as he-stood near the-door, listening 
and Watching, Harvey’s words made If 
lCok like Warren had come’ into the 
-saloon With the deliberate ' intention of 
forcing-a showdown with Jackson, in¬ 
stead of patching up. the quarrel* 

“So that’s it,” snarled Jackson, glar- 


’What happened?” Shawnee asked as 
the bartender helped him to his feet. 
“Who won the-fight, or is it still goin’ 


. “Been over for half an hour;” said 
MikO ©Ison, the bartender. “Yon fun 
into, the door and knocked yoreself Out. 


ing at Warren. “You ain’t man enough. Me and that stranger carried yuh into 
to do yore own fightin’ so yuh hire a this back room and left yuh here,” 
gunman to try: and down - me when he “But what about the fight ?” asked 
^ets;the chance.” - : - . Shawnee. “Who won?” - 

he,” snapped Warren. He “It was a draw,” said Tilson. “Time, it 
Stared at Harvey. I’ve never seen this was over Warren and Jackson seemed 
before hr-my life. Just whaY he light friendly. At feast they were'talk- 
;rsrOm,eamin’ bv eallinsr-mp ing. toeach other, and that ain’t hap- 




4»0flM iD years.” 

"“Where are they now?”'asked 


N^ Sj^BEr imilANS . ' ; ■ A _ * ..- IOT 

¥0hyr he all right *umtil I get hack I 

flp.krtn.' Junf. vnh whit Vioro W*- . 


. ’leadin’ for home, I 
bartender. “They came in am 
gunbelt's, put. them on, and 



their 

.. ..., .. jeh le#. 
. .. sent his waddles oh out tb th e 
ch and rode away with Warren.” 
[onfffowned. “That stranger leftbe- 
i'they did—he went c 


reckon/ Just yuh wait here/*? 

“I wasn't goin' any place/* saidWar- 
i With a weak smile. 

ShaWnee hurried to his horse, 
mounted and rode/bn. Finally he came 
to a Windy expanse of level .table land. 
The storm clouds.hovered over-the scene. 
Way in'the distance he could see a horse 
standing ground/hitched, but it was the 


Funny' two figure's Closer to him that held liis 
■ attention. 


WACKSON and Harvey were strug- 
#P gling on the : ground. Harvey had a 


. "Heifih* me carry you here. 

?^Kg/wheh he thought I wasn't ... 

‘ inf ,T noticed him' foolin’ around War-' 
r«;ahd‘ Jackson's guns.” ' 

-•(ph, he was, r @h»” s&id Shawnee. *T _ 

.don’t like -that,” . knife and was trying to .get Jackson 

The old scout .had a hunch and he de- with it. As Shawnee rode closer he saw 
elded to act on it. For the first/tinie in Jackson grab 1 the wrist of the hand in 
years Shawnee Clark had' decided to which Harvey held the knife. Then Jack- 
.-leaye town and take a ride. He left the son snatched out his gun with his other 
saloon and went to the livery stable, hand. 

/Herd he learned that the stranger had "He don’t know his gun ain’t loaded/’ 
en his roan and left town.' ' muttered Shawnee. “And I’m too far 


iwnee hired a horse and rode out. 
Me ^stopped at the hotel porch ;and got 
bit /Sharps rifle.. Then he, rode out of 
town in the direction he had learned that 
Warden and .Jackson had taken. 

The weather had changed. There were 
dgrk.clouds.in the sky and it looked, like 
a'bad s storrn was coming soon, Shawnee 
Refund it was good t© be in the saddle 
’again, though he rode a bit stiff and 
awkwardly after not having been on a 
horse in so, long. 

Three miles beyond the town he found 
what he had been afraid that he Plight 
: discover. It was a still figure sprawled 
in some brush at ;tHe side of the road, 
iwnee rode closer and dismounted. 


away to tell him.” 

The two men got to their feet. Jack¬ 
son released'his grip on Harvey’s arm 
and stood covering him with the"gun. 
Shawnee/halted hfe horse, even though 
he was still some distance aw'ay. He 
raised the Sharps to his shoulder. ' 

Harvey suddenly leaped forward the 
knife upraised to strike. Jackson wildly 
snapped the. hammer of the empty gun. 
At the same time Shawnee aimed care¬ 
fully and flre,d. The heavy bullet from - 
the Sharps struck Harvey’s upraised 
arm—and with the Impact of that fifty 
caliber slug the stranger lost all interest 
in trying to kill Jim Jackson. 

"You got him, Shawnee,”-said Jack- 
son as the old scout rode up. “Good 


He found it was Ed Warren lying there. _ _ _ - ^ 

He had been shot high in the chest and thing you came along—my gun- was 
WSs^badly- wounded) but still alive. empty.” ' 

’“Harvey done it/’ Warren muttered ‘XknoWj” said Shawnee. “Figgered it 
as he opened his eyes and saw Shawifec. 

“©rygulched me. Guess he wanted^ 
fplks to thlnk me and Jim quarreled 
again—and that Jim done it. Funny nfijr 
^i^Was empty; Jim 'went afield Har- 


!#'what the bar-' 
~ iol- 



would be/’ He went to Harvey, who had 
dropped to thfe ground moaning. "Now 
mebbe. yuhTl tell- us why yuh been so sot 
op killift’ Jim Jackson.” • 

“Hate him,” muttered Harvey. “He 
is the -sop of Sheriff Jaekson.'’ 

“Shore,” said Shawnee. “But SI 
Jackson -has been dead for nearly 1 
years.” 

“I know,” said Harvey. “And f spent 
those tch years' in prison^ Sheriff Jack- 
son sent me there for cattle rustling. Tj? 
' - - ' . I 


said Shawnee. - swore, I would make him suffer when 1 


.gotrop. : Tfertl learned he was d.ead : a€d^4frQW,fted'. “Too bad he killed Ed Warren’* 
decided to till Jim-Jackson because he' “He didn't,” said Shawnee. “Ed is 
was the sKerifF’si son?’' still, livin’,' though he is hurt bad. /We 

Abruptly Harvey’s gun appeared in better get him to a doctor.” 
his left hand- He laughed wildly as he “Then come on,” said Jackson im- 
^aimed : .it at the owner of the; Lazy X patiently. “Vtfbuldn’t want anything to 
Shawnee.- lifted the Sharps and lhen. happen to Ed Warren. He’s my friend.” 
lowered it for the single shot rifle wasn’t. When they’ had ridden back to the 
loaded now. - • j ; ^ spot, where Warren had been left and 

"I -got yuh both .-now,” said Harvey, .found that he was still alive, Shawnee 
“Yore guns ain’t loaded.” . - - . rode, to town for a doctor and a buck- 

Suddenly: Jackson’s guh 7 roared. Hai-: board. -As he rode the old scout grinned. - 
. yey died-With a look of surprise on his “Won't have to pretend I’m lookin’ 
face as the bullet- got him in the heart, for • those Injuns no more,” Shawnee - 
. “I-reloaded While y,uh were talking to Said. “Just did it ’cause I craved excite- 
him> Shawnee,” Jackson said. Then he ment—and I shore got it today.” 


‘ THE HITCHING RAIL ' 

; V (Continued from page 9) 

Perry Writes he’s sure interCstedJn .grasses, In addition to bein’ a fine feed for stock, 
and is readin’. and askin’ questions ort the Chino grass is a sure fine grass for mixin’ 
subject,Whereyei’ he figgers he can get in-with adobe mud for makin’ the native ’dobe 
formation.^ He’s come Across the term “Chino bricks,. It’s sure a picturesque sight to watch 
gra^g” in one O’ the agricultural magazines, the little burros bein’ drove along, windin’ 
and wants.tq.know what and where. ^ in and out amongst the sand dunes and mes- 
Chinprgrass comes from Mexico, though it quite and greasewood bushes, almost hid 
.gi-oWs some north o’ the Border in the south' 5 - from view by the load o’ shaggy grass on 
; ^est, ^peeiaily. hi the Big Bend'country o’- tbel^hacks. 

'Texas. Ther^shot enough for grazin’ horses Well, fellahs and gals, keep the hay seeds 
.plentiful,-butcattledo" pretty well on it; For out o’ yore hair ’til next month at the Hitchih’- 
hofses, sqrne o’\ the ranchers bring it up-from Rail, when we meet, to palaver some more, > 
Mexico by burro. , and generally chew the fat. 


^ “Cunly’l • 

- *: IN OVR NEXT ISSUE . . 

^‘Chitipi’^is llhe Spanish word for Chiftese, ___ 

andtHe grass is go called because it resembles PBTOERE will be another great Walt Slade 
some of- the grasses o’ China. It don’t mean Ji. novel in the next issue of THRILLING 
‘‘cimly’’ like some folks think. Spanish word- WESTERN. Bradford Scott has written a 
-for^^’-curly*i3|r“rizadp’’, - " ^ > truly outstanding masterpiece of western 

•- A Big- Bi&hd rancher will hire a fi^ejciean fiction in this new yarn, called THE LAND 
to bring him Chino gl ass from MeXica' The ' OF TRADITION, * • 

MeMean- Wih’take two other men, say, and A storm was roaring in from the Gulf of 
tenJjurros, and ford the. Rio Grande: where Mexico. . Broad' in its sweep, the storm 
it’s'shalLowandwide. thundered across the bayous and salt 

. They’ll. pack each burro with six bundles . marshes; of the Sabine. Pass, up the valley .of 
o’ grass, each weighin’' about 30_‘pounds r ,gr- the Nueces,.along"the windings of v the Sabine 
a h^idrfe(|v.arid eighty pounds to -the, load. River, until it burst -in- fury oyer sinister^ 
Tl^/grass sells.to the 1 raqgher- at.‘abo.utvt§n mysterious Caddo Lake. ' 

cSnfs^aJJoundle ~ - " £ > - .To Walt Slade—known to many as El 


i/cluck. fyen&m. 


- ix s a long.-curiy grass, anq grows-in the 
, mountain regions; ;so the. little -burro- o’ the 
sputhwestisv-the most practical means o’ 
transportation. r It’s fed by throwin’ on the 
ground, though Sofne- outfits .use: hayracks. 






f^le^.f|te?MS.wls^ti3Le storm-tectu^ed-Jfikk- 
SSeffifed. /like something li ftetblrojrn- dr-aft jite -i.- 
dead age. He sat- Shadow, his. greatybiaCk 
house, -in the ■ fitful "light of’-a>_ wild,..-'white 
m&oM^ looking along- the maze, of the Jake's. ; 
half*sunkeri- shore line where giant cypresses 
stfatf de§j»-ln raufky watdr. - .0 - - ~ ^ 

In truth, thjs was- a- country- where - any¬ 
thing seemed possible, a country g£ legend ^ 
and-tradition; where old. Coffin Head,' ths-’orj^ 
giant rattlesnake, prowled the thickets: Whmlev 
the' ghost of a .murdered woman haunted a 
tree ahd pj-otested bitterly about having been • 

. buried beside the relatives-, of the husband 
-who slew her, - - 

It was a land bf “hants” and fabulous mon¬ 
sters,-too, where folks'retained a firm -belief 
that conjure balls could dry up swells.. Where 
- “little men in; green”,flit through the woods 
on moonlight nights and hold high carousel 
with- 5 leprechaun and 'pixie and goblins 


AsJSlade sat gazing across the lake’s turgid 
-water; a sound drifted to him on the wind, 
a , ptflse-quickenmg, nerve tautening beat 
that-rcould only be coaxed from a snake-.skin 
drum-by a hand that was Congo blacjk.: 

iiGobjure drum," Slade muttered, “Some-, 
body-working up,a spell out there. No won¬ 
der there’s trouble in this section.” _ 

. The unseen -drum hoomed an imperative 
commandj -paused, thundered-three regular, 
evenly spaced beats. 

Slade continued to stare across the roily 
Water,, his" black brows drawing together. 
He had ap uneasy premonition that all was 
natsfight out-there in that awesome, wilder¬ 
ness of hidden bayous. To his ears cam® a. 
faihtivgrumbling, as of scantily muffled oar- 
-lo$ksv. A shadow - moved from the deeper, 
• -gfoom of Jhe ttees to more' open water,. 

“A boat,” El Halcon muttered. “Now>who 
tesiblazes could-Jh be?” . - 

iHeJleaned: forward in his saddle, straining 
his?eyes to pierce the-murk. Then, through 
thetdarkne'ss,- knifed a scream! . - - 

.Tingling in every nerve, his scalp prickling, : 
his^ palms wet - with cold sweat, El Haleon - 
jerked erect. The scream . rose to ..a- high 
creseendu of agony and terror, -ending in a • 
bubbling shriek,, ^moment later there Was 
a sullen splash, then the so.und of the boat, 
coming-nearer: . 

The Hawk -staiited'his'b'lack hors.e imovipg;>. 
J foUow,ing^theSslow nuE.ve of'thebank .in the 
^''--"'ibhnohih^-^uddihgfeftarlocks..^ A 
k-f- 



"YOU AHE ARREST!" 


it To Do For Pains of 

ARTHRITIS 
Try This Free 


_have never .used “Rosse Tabs” for pains bi ... 

thritis, neuritis, rheumatism, we want you to.-try them 
at our risk. We .will send you a full-sire package from 
which you are t6 use 24 Tabs FREE! If not aston¬ 
ished at the-palliative relief-which ygu enjoy, from your 
sufferings; return the package end you Owe -us nothing. 
We mean' if I SfijND NO MONEY. Just send name and 
oddriss and tvS will tush your Tabs- by- return mail. 
ROSSE PRODUCTS GO., Dept. 908, 2708 Farwell 
Ave., Chicago 45, Illinois. 
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?§pp6#S-'a'<;t-ive. ; ' I didn’t hear his name so X can't 
se«d,it along at this time. So tong; and t hbpe to 
- ^^^f'ew».j^rnen|sr.wlth ypu*agdin.—RaitdaK 


-I hlvejust finished the latest issijS of THRILLS* 
ING WESTERN and I think it is swell. Keep dp 1 
-the good work! RINGING STEEL, by Bradford ' 
.Scott, .was very good. Tell that man he svife 
knows how to. ••Write go.od stories. Also ALL 
ABOARD FOR GUNSMOKE, by Donald Baynet 
Hobart,, was very _ good —Jimmy De L’atcetf, - 
htfrefo, Texas.' “ 


I^tvas -glad- to; gee. an the latest THRILLING* 
ly.ESTERN - that you have the cowboy wearing a- 
.yellpw shift. Always*the"oowbjQys are wegi|ng 
red shirts, . Yon would think they nevei^Vcsp' 
any color but red.'-Atid' they' certainly 1 
know. I liye in Kentucky now, bat T wag raised- ; 
On the ranch and T-consider myself a eoyfg^l- 
from the wild- and woolly West!—GyiitJua 
Sugden, Lexington,-Ry* ■ -V' :. » J 


Let's have r 


. _ stories with Walt Slide,rthe 

Haivk. He is the kind of shooting, riding mah-I 
like?tf>vread- about. DEATH RIDES THE; BOR*' 
DER' was >hds. best story yet. I' can h£»41y.watt 
for* the -negt one’. Let’s have a picture-df hf$ 
great black horse Shadow, on the covefT HoW 
about It?—Orville J. Lickstitch, Jrj,iBrewsiW, 


That’s all the letters we’ll, quote'frofi&'this 
v time, pardners, but we promise fo*he^>aekL 
■ .nffi a .-t Mafe ' with ft. ba£c)\ that’s bigger thaA 
eveiC We-hope YOUR letter or postcard will 
’be among them. So please write us arid tell 
us what ybu think of the stories you-have 
-read in THRILLING WESTERN. . .Your 
- valued . comMents will help As make the 
ina&azi%fe ; -better-:than. ever! Write f today! 

Please address^ your letter or postcard to 
The^Mitor, .THRILLING WESTERN; ' Iff 
. East 40th Street, New York 16, N.Y. Thanks, 

' parsers rand we’ll be waiting to -hear, fcoxn 
Jfott go long till next issue! 

_ ^ > ‘ —the EDiTbR; 


ARSWERS TO QU ESTIONS 
ON PAGE 90 


2. 6ne, by'finding the key log holdlpg. the Janv and. 
-■eia.-s;.;* vh>*'i.>2. T-,vo, by usiny Three, bv 

palling-out a large secUon. of ilogS'on'ondrSldV.of-Jthe 
jam, and caving In the rest of the.jani. . ' - e 
3 Ten to fifteen miles a .day, because the stefFs 
-bad to graze as they wentcafffng, * ~ - * - 

4. Sit that punchefs could -Identlfy’lheif Battle when - 
“ flaQfc'JWSSs;:- 




BIGGER MV THRU 
TIME fRAiRfRffi 



, — -ddre&s on-itiargin 

it now. O. ItAF^RoVED. 

_OBuoiiiesi MtfoogeaioiiO 

jasa& p'&btfea 

LASALLE EXTEFJSlpI^ I^EpSlTY 

■^Chj^goS.II 1 



RUPTURED? 


Get Relief This Proven Way 


Why try to. worry along with trusses that, gouge.your 
flesK—pr«Ss heavily 'on' hips- and spine—enlarge opening—' 
fail to hold, t.unture.7 You .need- the piutho.-No -leg-strap# 
or eutting 'Bits.. AutbmatlS'adJuetafer pad'holds'et iSM. 
opening—follows every body movement With-Instant ih- 
er^«tiwp«te^ivar.o{ straifl,; %uiipt 
work or play.,Eight. Waterproof. Can be, worn, in bath. 
Send for amazing FREE book, “Advice To Ruptured/* and 
details- of liberal trothftil 00-day trial offer. Also endorse¬ 
ments'From grateful users in your neighborhood. Write: 




















